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„ Fi One NEW FABLES in Verſe (invented for the Amut- 

ment 1 WILLIAM, Duke of Cumberiand) By hr. 
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DEDICATION. 
an Attempt to Eſtabliſh ſuch, as are 
fit to Entertain the Minds of a ſen- 
fible Nation; and to wipe off that 
Aſperſion of Barbarity, which the 
Virtuoſi among our Neighbours, 
have ſometimes thrown upon our 
Taſte. 
The Provetd Husband is, at laſt 
an Inſtance, that an Engliſh Come- 
dy may, to an unuſual Number of 
Days, bring many Thouſands of | 
His Majeſty's good Subjects roge- 
| ther, to their Emolument and De- 
light, with Innocence. And howe- | 
ver little Share of that Merit my 
unequal Pen may pretend to, yet 
I. hope the juſt Admirers of Sir Jobs 
Vanbragb will allow I have, at worft, 
been a careful Guardian of his Or- 
phan Muſe, by leading it into Your | 
Majeſty's Royal Protection. 


en 


Feger. 


The 


e | Where could fo hazardous and unpo- 


DEDICATION. 
| The Deſign of this Play being 
- | chiefly to expoſe, and reform the 
licentious Irregularities that, too of- 


> | ren, break in upon the Peace and 
Happineſs of the Married State; 


| | pular an Undertaking be ſecure, but 


| in the Protection of a PRINCESS, 
| whoſe Exemplary Conjugal Virrues 


' | have given ſuch Illuſtrious Proof, of 


y | Honour of that Inſtitution be it 


| what ſublime Feliciry that = State 

- | is capable? 

— Gwe. 
| tain Title to Content; yet to the 


© | faid, the Royal Harmony of Hearts 
that now enchants us from the 


, | Throne, is a Reproach to the fre- 


quent Difquiet of thoſe many in- 
| fenfible Subjects about ir, who (from 
0 His Majeſty's Paremal Care of His 


Peo- 


DEDICATION. 


People) have more leiſure to be Hap- 
Py: And tis our QUEEN'S peculiar | 
Glory, that we often fee Her as Emi- |} 
nently rais'd above her Circle, in 
private Happineſs, as in Dignity. | 
Let Heaven, MADAH, that has 
placed V ou on ſuch Height, to be the. | 
more conſpicuous Pattern of your | 
Sex, had ſtill left your Happineſs | 
Imperfect, had it not given thoſe | 
ineſtimable Treaſures of your Mind, | 
and Perſon, to the only Prince on 
Earth, that could have deſerv d them: 
A Crown receiv'd from Any, but he 
Happy Monarch's Hand, who inveſted 
You with This, which You now adorn, 
had only ſeem'd the Work of For- 
tune: But Thus beſtow'd, the World 
acknowledges it the Due Reward of 
PROVIDENCE, for One You once 
fo gloriouſly Refus'd. . | 
EL But | 


S BS > BAD 2 


DEDICATION. 


Bur as the Fame of ſuch elevated 
* Virtue has lifted the Plain Addreſſes 
| of a whole Nation into Eloquence, 
the beſt repeated Eulogiums on that 
Theme, are bur Intrufions on Your 
| Majeſty's greater Pleaſure of ſecretly 
| deſerving them. I therefore beg leave 
to ſubſcribe my ſelf, Mm 


. * 


May it pleaſe Your MAJESTY, 


Tour Majeſty's moſt Devoted, 
Moſt Obediens, and _ © 


n, El Moſi Humble Servant, 


_ CorLey CiBBER. 


ASS E SEGCSESESaSEERMP iss — g. 4.8. 


fit e ks Fl 
e 


ET 


LE T 


2 


ih Rn bY 
THE AT 111255 HHH 
11744 iii 


e Fe uit 
os FOR HE 1112 
2 HEE = 8 8 
Q 32582. ; | 35 
21442175 Hi 
Tana 
V 2551 35 
RT 1132425 
TH Tet 1 
47210 11 i140 


28 8 4 8 GD nde 48-1814 77711 


LEE — 


Wig TT 


Fr 


il 


11 


C.CIBBER 


52 Z | 
115 4 
ELM: 


zl 


11 


— 


— 


2 


— 


F 


| | Ie Stage fhomld fhew it, tn for Feels 


PR OL 0 G U E. 


Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


145 Play took Birth from Principles of Truth, 
To make Amends for Errors paſt, of Youth, 
A Bard, that's now no more, is riper Days, 
| Conſcious review'd the Licenſe of bis Plays : 
Aud though Applauſe bis wanton Muſe bad r d, 
Himſelf condexsn'd what ſenſual Minds admir'd, 
A length, be cum d, that Plays fhould let you ſee 
| Not only, What you re, but Onght to ba: © 
Though Vice was natural, mat never meant, 


9 1 — 
„Such was the Piece bis lau Pen digi d, 
"| But left no Traces of his Plan behind. 

| Laxariaut Scenes, anprun'd, or half contriv'd ; 
II, through the Maſs, bis Native Fire ſurviv'd: 
Rough, as rich Oar, in Mines the Treaſare lay, 
Net fill mas Rich, and forms at length @ Play. 
ts which the bold Compiler boaſts no Merit, 
But that his Pains have fav'd jou Scenes of Spirit. 


| Not Scenes, that would a noiſy Joy impart, 
But ſuch as buſb the Mind, and warm the Heart, 


From Praiſe of Hands no ſure Account be dem, 


| | Can to thoſe Embrion-Scenes new Life impart, 


O- 484 10 the Buried Bard refigy the Preiſe. 


But ft Attention is fincere Applauſe. 
If then (for bard, you'll own the Tack) bis Art 


The Living proudly would exclude bis Lays, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Lin — of a Regular Lite. Mr. Wilks. 
y 7. only, © -Immoderate in her- Purſuit 
ol Ficafures.” 4 Mes. Oldpelds 
Lady Grace, Siſter to Lord Townly, of 7 1 
Exemplar) Virtue. | | 5 Mrs. Porter. 
Ar. Manly, Her Admirer. Mr. Mills, ſen. 


Sir Francis ;[ ronghead, A Country Gentleman. Mr. Cibber, ſen. 


Lady I ronghead, } Wire; inclin'dto be 
* 1 Mrs. Thurmond. 
Squire Richard, | | Son; a meer Whelp. Young Merberelk. 
Miſs Jenny, Pais Daughter; Pert, and? __ 
* — Þ Mrs. Cibber: 


Servant; an 
We 
Count Baſſe, A . Mr. Bridę water. 


Mrs. Motherly, One that letts Lodgings. Mrs. Moore. 
at her Neice, feduc'd by the Count. | __ 
Mrs. Tray, Lady Townl's Woman. Mrs. z. 


— Conſtable, Sera, oY be 


The SCE NE. Lord Townly's "Oy 


ſometimes Sir Francis's Lodgings. 


7 » 


MR 4, 


= 


n 


— 


Vun. 31. 1727. This Dey is Pabiiſb , for the ihne. of 
the Car —_ 


JOURNEY to LON DON. 


* Which (ſince. dis Deeeaſe), bas been made am Intire P 
Mr. Cibber; and call'd, The PROVOK'D HUSBAND, Oc. 
for John Watrs. Price One S. illing. 


Part of a Comedy written 
dy the Late Sir John Vanbrugb, Knt. and Printed after his © own 
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47 j one Thought towards ber Happine®——Thus, while 


The - Provokd Husband ; 
Or, Wes to Lox Dox. 
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— — 


ACT L SCENE 1 


SCENE Lord Townly's s Apartment. 
£00 Towns ry fs. 


marry? — Ws it 


N cle of it, that ſhe has not broke in 
> upon? —— Yes — let me do her 
| Juſtice — her — Tha 
-— } eve no Baihs to believe iv in | 
Bur then how her profligate Courſe — 
may make ber to keep it— is a ſhocking Que- 
flion! and her Preſumption While ſhe keeps t 
! For on the Pride of that fingle Virtue, 
the ſeems to lay it down, as a fundamental Point, that 
the free Indulgence of every other Vice, this fertile 
Tawn affords, is the Birth-right Prerogative of a Wo- 
man of Quality —— Amazing! that a Creature ſo 
warm in the purſuit of her Pleaſures, ſhould never caft 


The Provo d Hasband; er, 


; 


3 

large, to take care 
time, i ſome 
ſhall be—— Yer let 


my 
z and fome Tempere, when reproach'd, grow more 


while. 
f Dir Lady Townly. 
Going out ſo ſoon after Dinner, Madam? 


| 


"L 7, ** Siſter, Lady Grace, do 
Home? fb : 


ever any Pleaſure at Home? 
L. Town. It might be in your Power, Madam, I con- 
fels, to make it a little more Comfortable to me. 


Ls. Town. Comfortable! and ſo, my good Lord, you 


would really have a Woman of my Rank and! 
ſay at Home to Comfort her {Husband ! Lord! 
Notions of Life ſome Men have? | 

L. Town. Don't 
tions are full as 
L. Town. Yes, 
live coop'd within 
think 'em igi 
L. Town. And when 


Madam, pray 
| Ls. Town. Oh! this World is not ſo ill-bred, 


what 


112 
indeed 


to 
Z. Town. I ſhould not diſpute your T 


Here ſhe comes Let me be calm a 


5. 83 — E 


— 
2 


Ls. Town. Land, wy Lord! what can I, podibly, do, 


La. Town. Why that is to me Amazing! Have you 


> 
when the Tame Doves | 
of your Precepts, I do | 


they fly wild about this T6wn, | 
what muſt the World think of em then? | 


n 


Tes. Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt Life in the World: 
a Woman had a Right ren her ſelf. 
£4. Town. Why, whom would you _ | 

L. Town. 


＋ 


„ Mais RN 


| you ſerious, 


once, a Proof of my 
lay upon my 


g FI s 83 f RFE TERS 


A Journey to London. 3 
I. Toms. Sometimes, her Husband. 
La. Town. 33 > Hiwbend ender the 
fame Obligation 
L. Town. Certainly. 
La. Town. Why then we are agreed, my Lord 
For if I never go abroad, till I am weary of being at 
home —— which you know is the Caſe is it not 


equally reaſonable, not ro come home till one's a wea- 
ry of abroad? 


L. Tous. If this be your Rule of Life, Madam, tis 
time to ask you one ſerious 
Ls. Town. Don't let it be long a coming then — for 
I am in haſte. 


L. Town. Madam, when I am ſerious, I expedt a ſe- 


La. Town. Before I know the ? 

L. Town. Pihah — have I Power, . to make 
4 

La. Town. 


L Town. And y Wt to enforce we Gquive ? 
La. Tows. Sincerely. F 


L. Town. Now then recolle& your Thoughts, and 
tell me ſeriouſly, | {out oped 
L. Town. You i Truth, you ſay? 

L. Town. 106k 1 have « Riga to ie. 

La. Town. Why then, my Lord, to give you, at 
Obedience, and Sincertly —— [I 
I married — to take off that Reſtraint, that 
while I was a fingle Woman. 
L. Town. How Madam! is any Woman under leſs 


_ rious Anſwer. 


think 


Reſtraint after 141 
La. Town. O m my Lord! they are quite 
_ different 8 Wives have infinite Liberties in 


Life, 232 in 22 — Woman 
t6 take. 


L. Town. Name One. 
La. Town. Fifty, if you pleaſe———to begin then, in 
the Morning —— A married Woman may have Men 
at her Toilet, invite them to Dinner, appoint them a 
Party, in a Stage-Box at the Play engroſs the Con- 
verſation — call em * _ — 
owacr 


4 The Provobd Habaud; or, 


lowder than the Players; —— From thence jaunt into 
the City ——take a frolickſome at an India- 
Houſe —— ps, in her Gayeté de roaſt a pret- 
Then clatter again to this End of 


CT — you { 
” Town. Prodigious! [Lfde. |} wh 
La. Town. Theſe now, my Lord, are ſome few of the | as 

many modiſh A that diſtinguiſh the Privi- 

lege of a Wife, from that of a fingle Woman. .. | ya 
L. Town. Death! what Law has made theſe” | are 

Liberties leſs ſcandalous in any Wife, than an uamar- | ba 

ried Woman? | no 
La. Town. Why the ſt Law in the World, at 

Cuſtom — Cuſtom Time out of Mind, my Lord. 3 mn 
L. Town. Cuſtom, Madam, is the Law of Fools: | dre 

Bur it ſhall never govern Me. q 

La. Town. Nay then, my Lord, it's time for me to It 


obſerve the Laws of Prudence. 
L. Town. | wiſh I could fee an Inſtance of it. -Y 
La. Town. You ſhall have onethis Moment, my Lord : 
For I think, when a Man begins to loſe his Temper at 
Home; if a Woman has any Prudence, why —— ſhe'll 
go abroad *till he comes to himſelf again. [ Going. 
I. Town. Hold Madam I am amaz'd you are not 
more unealy at the Life we lead! You don't want Senſe! 
and yet ſeem void of all Humanity: For with a Bluſh I 
ny ir, LA og 1 wanted Love. 1 
La. Town. Oh! don't ſay that, I ſu 
poſe | have my Senſes ! — 
L. Town. What is it I have done to you? what can | 
you complain of? 8 
La. Town. Oh! nothing, in the leaſt: tis true, you 
have heard me fay I have owed my Lord Larcher an 
Hundred Pound theſe three Weeks ——but what then 
a Hu:band is not liable to his Wife's Debts of 
Honour, you know, and if a filly Woman will be 
uneaſy about Money ſhe can't be ſued for, what's that 
7 o 
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Aue u London. 5 
to him? as long as he loves her, to be ſure, ſhe can 


have — to complain of. | 
L. Town. By Heav'n, if my whole Fortune thrown 


into your Lap, could make you delight in the cheerful 


Duties of a Wife, I ſhould think my ſelf a Gainer by the 
Purchaſe. 
La. Town. That is, my Lord, I might receive your 
whole Eſtate, provided you were ſure I would not ſpend 
a Shilling of it. | 
L. Town. No, Madam; were I Maſter of your Heart, 
your Pleaſures would be mine; but different, as they 
are, I'll feed even your Follies, to deſerve it Per- 
haps, you may have ſome other rrifling Debts of Ho- 
nour Abroad, that keep you out of Humour at Home— 
at leaſt it ſhall' not be my fault, if I have not more of 
your — —— there's a Bill of Five Hun- 
La. Town. And now, my Lord, down to the Ground 
I thank — Now am I convinced, were] weak 


enough to love this Man, I ſhould never get a fingle 
| Ala. 


Tens. If it be no offence, Madam —— 


u pleaſe, my Lord; I am in 


- Town. O! the Churl! ten thouſand ! what! not 
fo much as wiſh I might win ten thouſand! —— Ten 
thouſand! O! the charming Sum! what infinite pret- 
ty things might a Woman of Spirit do, with ten thou- 
fand Guineas! O' my Conſcience, if ſhe were a Woman 
of true Spirit — ſhe —— ſhe might loſe em all again! 
_— L. Town. 


6 The Provobd Husband; or, 


loſe. 

La. Town. Well, my Lord, to let you fee I defign 
to play all the good Houſe-wife I can; 1 am now go- 
ing to a 
of it, at 


a Fiſh, with the Dutcheſs 


of DPaiteright. Exit Lady Townly. 
LQuiterig LE . 


L. Town. Inſenſible Creature! neither R 
or Indulgence, Kindneſs, 


into ſuch a 


Serv, Mr. Manly, 

I. 2e They G4 2 
own. They did not me 

Serv. No, my Lord. _ 


Enter a Servant. 


L. Town. Very well; ſtep up to my Siſter, and fay, 


I defire to ſpeak with her. 


Serv. Lady Grace is here, my Lord. [ Ex. Serv. | 


Enter Lady Grace. 


L. un. So, Lady fair; what pretty Weapon have | 


you been killing your Time with? 
La. Grace. A huge Folio, 
——[ think I have half read my Eyes out. 


L. Town. O! you ſhould not pore fo much juſt after | 


Dinner, Child. my 


better than always one's o ou know. 
L. Town. Who's Op” . 

Leave word at the Door, I am at home, to no 

but Mr. Manly. | 


La. Grace. 


L. Town. And I had rather it ſhould be ſo, Madam; 
provided I could be ſure, that were the laſt you would | 


| Quadrille, :4dle with a lirtle 
Nn 


or Severity, can wake ber to 
the leaſt Reflection! Continual Licence has luld ber 


b. . b. kr. F. 


wi, ©. 


my Lord, has ſent to know, if your | 


that has almoſt kill'd me 1 
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La. Grace. That's true, but any Body's Thoughts are 1 
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Brother, I will | 
| £. Town. O! thar's the laſt 
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10 The Provobd Haaband; or 
L. Town. I doubt, Child, here we are got a little 


; than 

on the wrong fide ot the Queſtion. than 

La. Grace. Why 4 . „ no 
ſo bad, as Mr. Manly ſtares it People of Quality are 

not tyed down to the Rules of thoſe, who have their p_ 

Fortunes to make. - 

Man. No People, Madam, are above being tyed * 

down to ſome Rules, that have Fortunes to loſe. Hou 

L. Grace. Pooh! I'm ſure, if you were to tabe my zer 3 

rgument, you would be able to ſay ſome- M 

ſay you to that, = 

you ! 

La 

in wi 


IFF IT 81 


tful! this is worſe than t other! 
can a H ove a Wife too well! 

Man. &s eaſily, Madam, as a Wife may love a Hu- 
too little. 
Town. So! you two are never like to a 


f 
2 


Ep 


my L. 


rr 


DEF 


he can't ſay, that's me. 

[fide 
wer 
than 


La. Grace. I think, at leaſt, 
Man. And ſo, my Lord, by giving her more 


2 


A 5 &F 
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| Friend, in our Anxiety! 


22 the Source of 


„ You me profeltly right! how valukle is a 


La. Grace. ive rand id News abroad, Mr. Many? 
Man. A propos Þ have fome, Madam; and, I believe, 
my as extraordinary in its kind a 

L. Town. Pray, let's have it. 
Man. Do you know, that your 


Neighbour, 


| ind my Wiſe Kinſman Sir Francis Mrungbead, is coming 


to Town with his whole Family? 
2 NN be buy Maſnos here? 
an. Oh! of the mportance, ure you 
No lefs than the Bufineſs of the Nation. 


L. Town, Explain! 


Man. 


12 The Provoktd Hausband; or, 
Man. He has carried his Eleftion --— againſt Sir 
Jobn Worthland. 
I. Town. The Duce! what! for for 
Man. W of Guzzledown / 
L. Town. A proper Repreſentative, indeed. 
La. Grace. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know him? 
Man. You have din'd with him, Madam, when I 


was laſt down with m p hy Lord, at Zellmous. 
| La. Gra. Was not he, 


COUT 


. 


1 


Anceſtors, — Fein for the rant rh his Dove 
Pidgeon) he now ande Children 
. — oy a ford a bawling about his Ears, 
8 he has taken the friendly Advice of bis 
the good Lord Danglecaurt, to run his Eſtate 
thouſand Pound more in Debt, to put the whole 
of what's left into Paul Pillage's Hands, 
may be at leiſure himſelf to retrieve his Affairs, 
by dalam © — Man. 
© rn . 
an with this politick Pr s now up 
on ay 2 to London * 
hat can it end in? 
Man. "Pooh ! 2 into the again. 
L. Town. Do you think he'll ſtir, till bis Money's ; 
gone? N f * til the Seffion is over? 
ax. If my Intelligence is right, my Lord, he won't 
. fir long enough to give his Vote for a Turo-pike. 44 
L. Town. How (0? 


> fe .*F 


Aan. 


A Journey 10 London. 13 

Nrn. 
hole T befde t eturning Officer 

Ns will — bave it beard at the Bar of the 


Houſe, and ſend him about his Buſineſs 
L. Tows. Then be hs made «fn Batch of 3 it, in- 


4 


——1 have ſome Obligations to the Fe- 


T enjoy at this time a pretty Eftate 
which Sir Francis was Heir at Law to: but by his 
being Booby z the laſt Will of an obſtinate old Un- 
dp 


TS 4 


\ 
38 


. Well, James / wine the matter = now? 
Sir, here's John Moody's come to Town, 
be fays Sir Francis, a 
and is in a great Hurry to with 5 0 
an. Where is he? _ _ 
our Houſe, Sir: He has been gaping and 
about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, and ask- 
one he meets, if they can tell him, where 
pod, for a Parliament-man, till 
| hire a handſome w Houle, fir for all bis Fa- 
8 ily, for the Winter. 


pany" 
L. Town, 2 let's have him here: He will di 


. T4348 2 
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beg of all Things, we may have him: 
I am in love with Nature, let her Dreſs be never ſo - 


5 Or, 


Man. O my Lord! he's ſuch a Cub! Not but hes} Wh 


The Provotd H 
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* The Prob Hunbaud; or, 


. Man. A Milliner's? | 

J. Mood. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly's: Waunds ! ſhe 
has a couple of clever Girls there a ſtitching ith* Fore- 
room. 

Man. Yes, yes, ſhe is a Woman of good Buſineſs, no 
doubt on't— W ho recommended that Houſe to you, Jobn? 
J. Mood. The greateſt good Fortune in the World, 
ſure! For as I was gaping about Streets, who ſhould 
look out of the Window there, but the fine Gentle- 
man, that was always riding by our Coach Side, at York 
Races Count — Count Baſſet; ay, that's he. 
Man. Baſſet ? Oh, I remember ! I know him by Sight. 


F. Mood. Well! to be ſure, as civil a Gentleman, to 


ſee to 
Man. As any Sharper in Town. [ Aſide. 


F. Mood. At York, he us'd to breakfaſt with my Lady 


every Morning. 


F. ell Meaſter —— | 
I. Town. My Service to Sir Francis, and my Lady, Jaba 
La Grace. And mine, pray Mr. Mood;. 
of; Ah, your Honors; they'll be proud on't, 1 
re ſay. 


John 


7. Mood. Dear Meafter Many! the Goodneſs of Good - 
you. * [Exit J. Moody. 


nels bleſs and 
L. Town. What a natural Creature. "tus? 
La. Grace. Well! I can't but think Jobs, in a wet 
Afternoon in the Country, muſt be very good Company. 
L. Town. O! the Tramontaxe! If this were known 
at half the Quadr they wou'd lay 
wn their Cards to laug : 


Man. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her Ladyſhip will re- 
turn his 8 here in Town. LA ld. 


18S TTA 


Mas. I'll bring my Compliments my ſelf: So honeſt 


Te F HH 


O rr 


have 1 had of the whole 


Sex, paſt, which this ſenſible Crea- 
ture has recover'd in leſs than One? Such a Compani- 
on, ſure, might compenſate all the irkſome Diſappoint- 
ments, that Pride, Folly, and Falſhood ever gave me! 


SCENE M. Motherly 
C. Baſ. }F TELL there is not ſuch a Family in 
* 1 n 


Sr for any Body, that was 
not ſure to make you eaſy for th 4 


Winter? 
Moth. Nay, I fee nothing againſt ir, Sir, but the 
Gentleman's being a Parliament ame Man; and when Peo- 
2 ple 


„% The Provebd nden or, 


ple may, as it were, think one Impertinent, or be out 


one's Own 
C. Baſ. Pihah! never trouble thy Head — 
His Pay is as good as the Bank! —— W hy he has above 


— Two thouſand Pound a Year! 
Moth. Alas-a-day ! that's Nothing: Your People of 
TT NC 
with it. 
C. Nay, ans Trig 
| Money / what do you think of going 242 
Mrs. Motherly ? 
Moth. As how? 
2 27 Why 1 ove « Game i my Had, i which 
ou'll croup me, that is, me to play it, you 
ſhal go five hundred to nothing. 


this 
av 


ons this — La- 


my poor y? 
C. Baſ. Death! T d ie fl, if the Woman will 
bur let me ſpeak 


_ Math. Had not you a Letter from her this Morn- 


* * I have it here in my Pocket —this is it. 
[ Shews it, „** 


of Humour, you know, when a Body comes to ask for 


Ford, wy Cant &, IT hap- 


£75 F Saga 


IIe T BY 


| thoulnd Pound, Jef her by 


Wheel our of Order: * Tete, is 6 much, wy 
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Moth. Ay, but I don't hed you have made any An- 
ſwer to it. 
C. Baſ. How the Devil can I, if you wan't hear me? 
Moth. What! hear you talk 288 
C. Baſ. O lud! O lud! I tell you, I' make her For- 
tune — Ounds! I'll marry her. 
Math. A likely matter! if you would pot do it when 
ſhe was a Maid, ads ſharp fer, now, 


may 
6 Bu: Very ge Ons far rother then; if I can 


ne of depin 


hey bon to why ſhquld not you come into 
my Scheme u | 


wie Aarti, why: The Deoghees, much of the 
ſame Age, a yo who having cight | 


er 


. Baſ. Look yon, in ſhort, Mis. Matherly, 
tlemen, whoſe occaſional Chariors rol, only, upon 
four Aces, are liable you know, 


9 
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Caſe, at preſent, that my Dapple Greys are reduced to 
a Pair of Ambling GS if, with your Aſſi- 
ſtance, I can whip up this young Jade into a Hackney- 
Coach, I may chance, in a day or two after, to carry 
her in my own Chariot, en famille, to an Opera. Now 
what do you ſay to me? 4 : 
Moth. Why, I ſhall not ſleep for thinking of it. 
Bur how will you prevent the Family's ſmoaking your 
| Def 2 
| 0357 By rene wing my Addreſſes to the Mother. 
Moth. And how will the Daughter like that, think you? 
C. Baſ. Very well whilſt it covers her own Affair. 
_- Moth. That's true — it mult do — bur, as you 
fay, one for t'other Sir I tick to that — if you dow'r 
do my Neice's Buſineſs with the Son, I'll 
with the Daughter, depend upon' t. 
C. Baſ. It's a Bett pay as we go, I tell you, and 
five hundred ſhall be ftak'd, in a third Hand. 
Moth. That's honeſi Bur here comes my Neice ! ſhall 
we let her into the Secrer? 7 


C. Baſ. Time enough! may be, I may touch upon it. 


the Beds ſheered? 
Mr. Moody tells us the Lady 


Ihr. Yes Madam, but 


— Math. Odfo! then I muſt beg your Pardon, Count; this 
is a buſy Time, you know. [ Exit Mrs. Motherly, 
C. Baſ. Myriills / how doſt thou do, Child? 
Myr. As well as a loſing Gameſter can. M3 

C. Baſ. Why, what have you loſt? | 

Mr. What I ſhall never recover; and what's worſe, you 

that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better fort. 
C. Baſ. Why Child, doſt thou ever fee any 


Myr. Would I had never play | 

C. Baf. Pſhaſh! hang theſe melancholy Thoughts 
we may be Friends till. — 5 
Mr. Dull ones. C. Baſ. 


: 


ow you 


"MY 


F > 


always burns Wax, in her own Chamber, and we have 


rr 


joy'd for winning a deep Stake, fix Months after it's | 


T2T 


F8 


e Þ 


1 
ty 


WY v7 #. W 


=". 


: thee to a good Husband? 


will rake me off o your 


de worth your while, at lea 
- what Buſtle's that without? 


Door! they 


Moth. They are juſt 
I muſt run and receive them. 
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c. Baſ.. Uſeful ones, perhaps— ſuppoſe I ſhould help 


Myr. I tuppoſe you'll think none good enough, that 


C. Baſ. What do you think of the young Country 
an the Heir of the Family, thar's coming to lodge 


here ? 


Myr. How ſhould I know what to think of him? 


C. Baſ. Nay | only give you the hint, Child; it 
1 4 ro er on 


Enter Mrs. Motherly in boſe. 
Meth. Sir! Sir! the Gentleman's Coach is at the 


are all come! 
already? 


C. 


Baſ. What, 


Sus out won't you 
Do you de in the way, Neice! 
Exit Mrs, Motherly. 


Baſ. And think of what I told you. [Exit Count 
ro 


Fellow! 1 am fure, 


ſtep, and lead in my Lady 


C. 


he 


155 
n. 
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liging —1 proteſt, it gives me Pain tho, to turn you 
out of Lodging thus! 
C. Baſ. No Trouble in the leaſt, 
gle Fellows are ſoon mov'd: beſides, Mrs. Motberly's my 
old Acquaintance, and I could not be her Hindrance. 


Meth. The Count is fo well bred, Madam, I dare 


ſay he would do a great deal more, to accommodate your 

Ladyſhip. 1 

L. Wrong. O dear Madam! — A 

of a Woman. 
C. Baſſet. O Madam, ſhe is very 


much 


La. Wrong. | am mighty glad of that! for really I 
think People of Quality ſhould always live among one | 


C. Baſ. Tis what one would chuſe, indeed, Madam. 


La. Wrong. Bleſs me! but where are the Children all 


this while? 


of them. 


all our Things our — Come, 
Moth. Here they are, Madam. 
Enter Sir Francis, Squire Richard, and Miſs Jenny. 


. | p 4 . 
x” 8 Well, Count! I mun fay it, this was koynd, 


C. Baſ. Sir Francis! give me leave to bid you wel - 


come to London. 
Sir Fran. Pſhah! how doſt do Mon — Waunds, I'm 

glad to ſee thee! A good fort of a Houſe this! 
C. Baſ. Is not that Maſter Richard / 

Sd Fran. Ex! Ey! that's young Hopeful — why doſt 

not Baw, Dick? | | 

| Squ. Rich. So I do, Feyther. 


C. Baſ. Sir, I am glad to fee you— I proteſt Mrs: | 
I ſhould not have known her. Sir | 


| Jare is grown ſo, 


Madam; we ſin- 


8 


good well-bred ſort 
n 
eo- 


Math. Six Francis, Madam, 1 believe is taking Care 


n [within] Jabs Moody e you by the 


ww aieyr 4t 


D CO, 6 


- 
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I'd be uncivil to her? 


A Fourney to London: 25 
— Papa, Oo og hank 1 don't know bow 


to behave my ſelf: 


C. Boſ. If I have permiſſion to approsch Her, Sir 
1 2 6 


ouraey. 
better, To-morrow, 


La. Wrong. whiſpers Mrs. Moth. pointing to Myrtilla. 
oY —— Madam, that lives wich 
me; ſhe will be proud to give your Ladythip any Affi- 
in her Power. 
La. Wrong. A pretty fort of a young Woman —Jenm, 
you two mult be „„ 


me, my Ip. 

1 Pray Mother, maun' t I be acquainted wich 
La. Wrong. You! you Clown! till you learn a 
ice more Breeding Gf Lady — why do 

r Fran. Od's - wy wh 

you baulk the Lad? how ſhould he ever learn Breeding, 
if he does not put himſelf forward? 

Ku. Rich. Why ay Feather, does Mother think at 


would foon upon any . l es Nr. 

Su. Rich Lo" you theere, Moather : and yow would 
but be quiet ſhe and 1 ſhould do well en 
E. Wrong. Why how now, Sirrah! Boys muſt not 


de fo familiar. 


Su. Rich. Why, an I know nobody, haw the Mur- 
rain mun I my Time here, in a firange Place? 
Naw you, and I, and Siſter, forſogth, — 


26 The Provetd Huzhand; or, 


Afternoon, may play at One and thirty Bone-Ace, pure] 
Jenny. 5 3 Sir! che think Iplay arfach | 
Clowniſh 
$qs. Rich. — ma' let it aloane; 
then ſhe, and I, IX 
without 


you mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child. 
Myr. If Maſter pleaſes, Ill ſhew it him. 
8 


run to this Tawn, Feather? 
Sir Fran. Pooh you filly Tony! Ombre is a Geam 
at Cards, that rhe berter Sort of People play three to- 
her at. 
87. Rich, Nay the woare the merrier, I fay; but Siſter 
is always ſo croſ-grain'd— 


Jenny. Lord! this Boy is enough to deaf People 


and one has really been ſtufft up in a Coach fo long, 


for my Hair 
Ayr. If you pleſe to come along with me, 


Madam. 


(Exe. Myr. l 3 


S7. Rich. What » has Siſter ta en her away naw ! I 
I'll go, and have little game with * em. ¶ Ex. after them. 
La. Wrong. Well Count, I hope you won't fo far 


change Lodging, but will come, and be ar 
hens dive fennnT oy 


Sir Frau. Ay, ay! pr'ythee come and take a bit of Mut- 
ton A naw and tan, when thou'ſt nowght to do. 
. 


rey tn Fran. Why ay naw, that's 
Moth. Will your Ladyſiipplexte to 2efreſh your Elf, 


pretty good. 


La. WW If pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly; but I be- 
ww 4 Bode Kor Fug , 


Aude Moth. Very well, Madam: rr 


La. Wh Won't walk u Sir? | 
F _— _ oy | 


Sir Fran. Nos! noa! Dick, that wont do — 


| Rich. - What! th Humber / lis Gay! why Goes | | 


__ ſy cc) gp; lictle Powder | 


with a Diſh of Tea, after your Fatigue? I think I have | 


13 


nou 


| te 


. 
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c. Baſ. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Francis, Madam? 

L. Wrong. Lard! don't mind him! he will come, if 
likes 
Sir 


. 


1 
an. Ay, ay, ne'er heed me I ba things to 
look after. [ Ex. Lady Wrong. and Count Baſ. 


Enter John Moody. 


J. Mood. Did your Worſhip want muh? 


Ji Fran. Ay, is the Coach clear'd? and all our Things 
3 


in! 
7. Mood. Aw but a few Bandboxes, and the Nook 


that's left o'th* Gooſe Poy ——— Burt a Plague on him, 


th' Monkey has gin us the flip, I think —— I fuppoſe 
he's goan to fee his relations; for here looks to be a 


Sir Fran. Why let him go tothe Devil! no matter, and 
Hawnds had had him a Month — but] wiſh 
Coach and Horſes were got fafe to th' Inn! This is 
ſharp Tawn, we mun look about us here, Jobs, there 
fore ] have you eee 
no runs away with them before to 
the Stable. | | n aps 
J. Mood. Alas-a-day, Sir; I. believe our awld Cattle 
woant yeaſily be run away with to-night but how- 


ſomdever, we ſt ta- the beſt care we can of um, poor 


Sawls. 
Sir Fran. Well, well! make haſte then 
[ Moody goes out, and returns. 


F. Ad. Ods fleſh! here's Meaſter Mony come to 


wait upo*' your Worſhip! F 
fr 2 be? 8 
. uſt coming in, at threſh 
Sir Fran. Then goa about your Buſineſs. *' 
[Ei Moody. 


Couſin Many“ Sir, I am your very humble Scrvant. 


Man. I heard you were come, Sir Francis ——and — 
Sir Fran. Odsheart ! this was fo kindly done of w! 
Man. 1 wiſh you may think it ſo, Coufin ! for I con- 


_ fefs, I ſhould have been better pleas'd to have ſeen you 


in any other Place. 3 
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Man. Nay, tis for your own ſake : I'm not concern d ind 2 
Sir Fran. Look you, Couſin! thof” I know you wiſh you fo 
me well; yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you fuck} Man 
weighty Reaſons for what I have done, that you vi ſervice 
—— wiſeſt Journey that ever I made inf yours * 
m e. 
"Mex. I think it ought to be, Couſin; for I believe, 5: 
you will find it the moſt one —— your Ele. home 
Qion did not coſt you a Trifle, I Ma? 
repair 
Sir 
the # 


Sir Fran. Why ay! it's true! That — that did lick! 
a little; but if a Man's wiſe, (and I han't fawn'd 
that I'm a Fool) there are ways, Couſin, to lick ones elf 
whole again. 
Man. Nay if you have that Secret — | 

Sir Fran. Don't you be fearful, Couſin —- you'll find 
that I know ſomething. | 
| Man. If ir be any thing for your good, I ſhould be 
glad ro know it too. 

Sir Fran. In ſhort then, I have a Friend in a Cor- 
„ that has let me a little into what's What, at . 
minſſer —— that's one Thing! | 

Man. Very well ! but what Good is that to do you? 
1 by not me, as much as it does other 
Max. Other People, I doubt, have the Advantage 
of different Qualifications. 
Si Fran. Why ay! there's it naw! you'll ſay that 1 
have liv'd all my Days i th Country what then — 
Tm o'rh' —— 1 have been at Seffions, and I 
have made Speeches theere! ay, and at Veſtry too 
and may hap they may find here, that J have 
— 7 Tongue up to Town with me ! D'ye take 
me, naw | 
Man. If I take your Caſe right, Couſin; I am afraid 


Fo 


the firſt Occafion you will have for your Eloquence 
here, will be, to ſhew that you have any Right to make 
uſe of it at all. iy 
Sir Fran. How d'ye mean ? 
Man. That Sir Jobs Wortbland has lodg d a Petition 


Sir | 


LETT; 


againſt you. 


1. 


a way to deal i 
forget Couſin, Sir 


5 


15 


7 


1715 


1 


rep 


ak 


” 


i rens | 

IF. | 
to be Maid of Honour. _— 
Man. \ Aſide. 
— .:.. Cans "oy 
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Hfide.] Oh! he has taken my Breath ay! 
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qualified her for a Court? 


30 
think her Education has 
Sir Fran. Why! the Girl is a little too n 


it's true! but ſhe has T enough : ſhe woan't | 
daſht! Then Sr 


that will ſoon teach her haw to ſtond ſtill, you know. 


Man. Very well; but when ſhe is thus | 
you muſt ſtill wait for a Vacancy. 

Sir Fran. Why I hope one has a good Chance for 
| that every Day, Couſin! For if I take it right, that's 
Poft, that Folks are not more willing to get into, t 
they are to get out of- it's like an T 
upon that accawnt —— it will bear Bloſſoms, and Frui 
that's ready to at the ſame time. 

Man. Well, Sir, you beſt know how to make 4 
your Pretenſions! But pray where is my Lady, and my 
young Coufins ? I ſhould be glad to ſee them too. 

Sir Fran. She's but juſt taking a Diſh of Tea with 
the Count, and my n call her dawn. 
Aan. No, no, if ſhe's engag d, I ſhall call again. 

Sir Fran. „Ode beat! bur you mon fee her na naw, Coo 
fin; what ! the beſt Friend I have in the World !—Here!y 
Sweetheart! [79 4 Servant without. I pr ythee defire 
Lady, and the Geneleman, to come dawn a bitz tell hes, 
wr dg dg ar god of 

Sir, who may the Gentleman be? a 
bo Faw ay mun know him to be ſure; vy i 
Count Baſet. 
Man. Oh! i it he? —— Your Family will be ink! 
nitely in his Acquaintance. 7 
Sir Fran. Troth! I think ſo too: He's the civilef 
Man that ever I knew in my —_— here be 
would go out of his own 


— . Family. 


. Extreawly civil —— the Family is in ads 

—— * 
Fran. Then m likes him h —— 

Time of York en wy Lady like — Mk bim. 


Man. That was happy indeed! ES : 
vcu know, ſhould always take care that Wil may. 


haye innocent Company. * 


# 


a np dE Y 


—— 
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— 


— 
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up 
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Sir Fran. Why ay! that's it and I think there could 
_— for her Purpoſe, I think nor. 
Man. 3 a 

| Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he — he ftonds a leetle 
too much upon 3 that's his fault. 

Man. O never fear! he'll mend that every Day — 
Mercy on us! what a Head he has! 
Sir Fran. So! here they come! 


Enter Lady Wronghead, Count Baſſet, and Mrs. Motheriy. 


La. ron. Coufin Manly! this is infinitely obliging ! 
Im extreamly glad to fee you. 

Your moſt obedient Servant, Madam ; I am 
look ſo well, after your Journey. 
La. Vrin. Wh ! coming to is apt to 
pur à little more i oy Lk * 
Man. Vet the is very apt to 
N.. —ad 07 ws leavers wil you, m6 
Friend, Madam, you are come to the. worſt Place in 
yy - for a Woman to grow better in” 
Couſin! how ſhould ever 


Life, mum — 


Man. 
glad to ſee your 


* 


Aan. Familiar Puppy. [4fde.] Sir moſt obe- 
ini - dient 2 5 a2 
r 

as you at $ 

_ Mar. Les, 80, 1 jut call'd in 
1 Pray — what — was there any thing done 
Mas. Much as uſual, Sir, the fame Carcaſſes 
and the fame Crows about them. * 
ee Tumble, 


| Mes. | hope, Sir, you had Share of him? 

C. Baſ. mand 
I think I juſt made a couple of Betis with him, took 
up a cool — ne 
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a a. Nun. What a genteel, eaſy Manner he has! L Lat. 
His: A vuy hopeful Acquaintarice I have made here. 


LA. 


Euter 'Squire Richard, with a wet brows Paper on bis Face. 
Sir Fran. How naw, Dick! what's the matter with 
thy Forchead, Lad? | 


* 
* 


running after Sifter, ang 


: 
. 
. 


| Rich. I was 
er y . „ into a little Room juſt 
vith War, they lupt the Door full in m 

me ſuch a whurr here —— [ rhowght they 


here, to f it a while. 


" Mon. 


la 


. 
- 


is your God-ſon. | 
Ln. Oh! here's my Daughter too. 
Sen. Rich. Honour d Gudfeyther! I crave leave to 
2: Bleſhag. | 5 
e Then Eu it, Child and if it will do thee 
n may it be to make 


” 7 or Thee good 
A 


Couſn, Child? 


ſeems to have been hatcht in the Girl on this fide 


High-gate. Bay 
** Fran. Her Tongue 


+ a lite nimble, Sir. 


I. Iron. That's only from her Country —_— 


17 


my Brains out ! ſo I gut a dab of wet brown | 
t enough - will you 


— 9 23% F. Par +5 "REL T7r0 


rhee, ar leaſt, as wile 2 


Mas. Hah ! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought, that | 
* 


r 
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Me. Sir Francis. You know the has been kept too long 
re | there—— ſo I brought her to London, Sir, to learn a 
ide, | little more Reſerve and Modeſty. 

Nan. O, the beſt Place in the World for it——eve- 
oe. | yy Woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it — 
ay — ie; cath <> ba will be Þ E 

| ah z even aps wi as 

to ſhew her a little London Behaviour. 

TY Moth. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need of my 
nd | fa 8 What thou canſt teach her, 
: : | 
ce, 
ey | 
wn 
ſou 
te ay, I don't know but he may ask me 
ide. Ions. 


3 A. 
believe you and I do but Kr 


C. Baſ. It's very true, Sir — I was juſt thinking of 
going — He dov't care to leave 4 ſee: but it's 
no matter, we have time enough. [ {fde.] And fo La- 
dies, without Ceremony, your humble Servant. 
„ [ Ex. Count Baſſet, and drops @ Letter. 
La. Mrong. Ha! what Paper's this? Some Billet-doux 
u lay my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. 
[Puts it in ber Pocket. 
Sir Fran. Why in ſuch haſte, Coufin? 
Affairs 


. Man. Ol my Lady muſt have a great many 
upon her afrer ſuch a Journey. 5 

La. Wrong. I believe, Sir, I ſhall not have much leſs eve- 

ix | Ty Day, while I ſtay in this Town, of one ſort or other. 

Man. Why truly, Ladies ſeldom want Employment 


Jenny. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, Sir. 


F 
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Mean. Nor you neither, Idare ſay, my young Miſtreſs. * 
Jenny. I hope not, Sir. | 
Man. Hah! Miſs Mettle! —W hereare you going, Sir? | 

Sir Fran. Only to ſee you to th* Door, Sir. 

Man. Oh! Sir Francis, | fave 6 ene dep, whit. | 
out Civemony. 

Sir Fran. Nay, Sir, I muſt do as you will have me— 
Your humble Servant. [ Exit Man. 
E.. This Couſin Manly, Papa, ſeems to be bur of | 

ſort of a cruſty Humour 1 dont like him 
half ſo well as the Count. 
Sir Fran. Pooh! that's another thing, Child —Couſfin | 
is « little proud indeed! but however you muſt always | 
be civil to him, for he has a deal of Money; and no Bo- 
knows who he may it to. 
L. Vr 
many Proj 
many Projects 
to his | a 


* 


„ 


Pſhah! a Fig for his Money! you have ſo 
of late about Money, fince you are a Par- 
6 we muſt make our ſelves Slaves 


umours, cight, or ten Years per- 

opes to be his Heirs; and then he will be juſt 

o h to his Maid. 
Moth. Nay, for that Matter, Madam, the Town fays 

he is going to be married 

Sir Fran. Who? Couſin Many? 

La. Wrong W, ARE 


Moth. Why, is it Ladyſhip ſhould know 
nothing of it? —to 1 Lady Grace. * 
La. Wrong. Grace / 


Moth. Dear it has been in the News-Papers! 
La. Wrong. I don't like that neither. 
Sir Fran. Naw, I do; for then it's likely it mayn't | 


be true. . 
RS in bis way. | 


L. Wrong. [ Ffide.] If it is not too far 
be worth ones while to throw a 
$qu. Rich. Pray Feyther haw lung will it be to 
Sir Fran. Odſo! that's true! ſtep to the Cook, 
and ask what ſhe can get us? 
Moth. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll order one of my Maids | 
co ſhew her where the way hare any thing you hare 
mind to 


Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly. 


— | a. 
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yu. Rich. Ods-fleſh ! What is not it i'th* Hawſe yet 
I ſhall be famiſht but ho wid! I'll go and ask 
Doll, an there's none o*'th* Gooſe Poy leſt. 
' Sir Fran. Do fo, and doeſt hear Dick— fee if there's 
e'cr a Bottle o'th* ſtrung Beer that came i th Coach with 
err +. 4 
Seu. Rich. With a little Nutmeg, and Sugar, 


; 


7 % 


I, Feyther ? 
Sir Fran. Ay! ay! « thee nd ] eduragy drink: it for 
Breakfaſt — — Go thy —— and PI! fall a Pipe Yth* 


a Pocket-Caſe, and fills it. 


mean while. Fakes 6 Ay 
Exit Squire Rich. 


La. Wrong. This is always thinking of his Belly ! 
Sir Fr. Wh ates ri 


Day, 1 "1 with my poor Girl could ent a 
VII 


2181786 YUP 855 


Wrox. > BF Þ thee wond#f, my Dove. | 
Rn 3 


Sg. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha' browght it it's 
well I went as 2s I did; for our Doll had juſt bak'd a 
; | Toaſt, and was going to drink ir her ſelf 

Sir Fran. W hy then, here's to thee, Dick / [ Drinks. 
Rich. T Thonk yow, F 


Au. 
La. Wrong. Lord! Sir Francis / I wonder you canen- 
courage the Boy to {will ſo much of that lubberly Li- 


rar. | quor——1t's enough to make him quite ſtupid. 


Su. Rich. Why it niver hurts me, Mother; and I 
fleep like a Hawnd after ir. [ Drinks. 
Sir Fran. I am ſure I ha drunk it theſe thirty Years, 
.z | and by your Leave, Madam, I don't know that I want 
"| Wit: Ha! ha! 

fenny. But you might have had a great deal more, Pa- 
pa, if you would have been govern d by my Mother. 
Sir Fran. Daughter! he that is govern'd by his Wife, 
has no Wit at all. 2 Fenn). 
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Jenn. Then I hope I ſhall marry a Fool, Sir; for 1 
love to govern dearl 

Sir Fran. 
in 2 


will e her as dull as her Brother there. 


Squ. Rich. [ After @ long Draught.) Indeed Mother, | 


think my Sifter is too 
Jem. You: you « 
ther Mud! your Head's too heavy to think of any 
thing, bur 


La. Wi 
ſter, tho“ he is your elder Brother. 1 
MM. Rich. yh ſhe ſhawn't be my Miſtreſs, while 
the's younger ' 
Sir Fran. We 
quor makes a ſtawt Heart, 
| See. Rich. So I wull! and 
has 


: Enter John Moody. 
Sir Fran. So Jobs! how are the Horſes? 


7. Mood. Troth, Sir, I ha' noa good Opinion o' this | 


Tawn, it's made up o' miſchief, I think! 
Sir Fran, What's the Matter, naw? | 


were gotten to thꝰ Street with Coach, here, 
a great Lugger- headed Cart, with Wheels as thick as 


2 brick Wall, laid hawP'd on'r, and has poo'd it aw to | 
the Coach! 


bits; Crack! went the Perch! Down goes 

and Whang! fays the Glaſſes, all ro Shivers! Marcy 

upon us! and this be London / would we were aw weell 
rth* Country ageen! 

Mi. What have you to 

Country again, Mr. Lubber? 1 


hope we ſhall not 


into the Country again tkeſe Seven Years, Mamma; let | 


twenty Coaches be pull'd to Pieces. 


Sir Fran. Hold your Tongue, Jenny / — Was Roger | 


in no Fault, in all this? 
J. Moed. Noa, Sir, nor I, noather — are not yow 


- alkcam'd, ſays Roger, to the Carter, to do ſuch an 


. 


You are too pert, Child; it don't do wel, 


Li. Wrong. Pray Sir Francis don't ſnub her; ſhe ha | 
a fine growing Spirit, and if you check her fo, you | 


think I'm too forward! fure ! Bro- 


Belly. | 
rong. Well faid, Miſs; he's none of your Ma- 


I faid Dit? ſhew em that flaws Li- 


7. Mood. Why I'f tell your Worſhip— before we | 


LO Þ SEE p kccr£zaa = 


do, to wiſh us all in the 


S _ 


1 
— 


* 
— 


ter 


2 


— 
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unkind thing by Strangers? Noa, fays he, you Bum- 
kin. Sir, . 40 the thing on very Purpoſe! and fo the 
Folks faid that ſtood by Very well, fays Reg 
yow ſhall ſee what our Meyſter will fay to ye! your 
? fays he; your Meylter may Riis my 
he clapt his Hand juſt there, and like or- 
ſhip. Fleſh! \Hams ju ther, nd ike your Wor: 


this Tawn. 


Sir Fra. I'll teach this Raſcal ſome, 1 warrant him! 
Je ya If 1 rake him in hand, Fl play the Devil 
with him 

Sen. Rich. A do, F her, have him before the Par- 
1 4 y eyt 


Sir Fran. Ods-bud! and fo I wil I will make 
him know who. I am! where does he live? 
J. Moed. I believe, in London, Sir. 
What's the Raſcal's Name? 
I think I 


ee I heard 


1 


L Wrong. Pooh! get you a good 
Sir Francis, don't put your ſelf in a Heart f 
rs Accidents will happen to People that travel 

to ſee the World ——— For my part, I think 
it's a Mercy it was not over-turn'd before we were all 


dos a> 


rung. to- morrow i we can buy 
one at Second - hand, for preſent Uſe; fo beſpeak 2 new 
one, and then all's eaſy. 
J. Mead. Why troth, 119 
have held you above a. 


F. Mad. 
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38 


were High- Sheriff. 

Sir Fran. Why then go and ſee what Doll has got us 
for Supper and come and get off my Boots. 
| 3 OY oo * 

La. Meng. In the mean time, Miss, do you to 
Handy, and hid her ger me fore dn Nighe-cloarhs. 


Jenny. Yes, Mamma, and ſome for my ſelf too. 


I'll e' en ſeek out where rother pratty Miſs is, 


ACT m. SCENEL 
SCENE the Lord Townly's Houſe, 


Euter Lord Townly, 4 Servant attending. 
L: Toms. HO's there? 


Li. Crace. What, is the Houſe up already? My Lady is 
not dreſt yet! | 


J. Mood. Why you ha had it, ever ſen your Worſhip | 


[ Exit La. Wrong. 


[Exit Jenny. 
Sgu. Rich. Ods-fleſh ! and what mun I do all alone? 


And She and I'll go play at Cards for Kiſſes. [ Exit. | 


Kr ier. ® 3 2 5. pus & BROS. 
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in To-day ? 
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dies, 23 che Sun ſhine upon any of their 
Vices! — But pr'ythee, Siſter, what Humour is ſhe 


Spirits, I can aſſure you— 


Ls. Grace. O! in ti 


the won a good deal, ight. 
L. Town. I know no Difference between her Win- 


while ſhe continues her courſe of Life. 
lowever ſhe is better in good Humour, 


ing or 
Grace. 
than bad. 


L. Town. Much alike : When the is in good Humour, 
other People only are the better for it: When in a very 


il Humour, then, indeed, I ſeldom fail to have my 
Ls. Grace. Well, we won't talk of that now — Docs 


L. Town. How fo? | es wy 
La. Grace. Why —— I don't know how he can ever 


ho The Provetd Hmband; or, 


trouble of reading this, from your ſincere Friend and 
bumble Servant, Unknown, &c. | 
La. Grace. And this was the inclos'd. [ Giving 
L. Town. [ Reads.) To Charles Manly, E/q; 
Your manner of living 
that I now grow as painful to you, as to my ſelf: 
but however, though you can love me no longer, I 
hope, you will not let me live worſe than I did, be- 
| fore I left an beneſt Income, for the vain Hopes of 
being ever Tours. Myrtilla Dupe. 


Shilling from you. 

La. Grace. What think you now? 
L. Town. I am conſidering 

I. Grace. You ſee it's directed to him - 


—_—— 


—_ 


L. Town. That's true! but the Poſtſcript ſeems to | 


be a Reprogch, that I think he is not capable of de- 


La. Grace. But who could have Concern enough, to | 


ſend ir to me? 
I. 


La. Grace. What would you have me do in it? 


L. Town. What I think you ought to do fairly | 


ſhew ir him, and ſay I adyis'd you to ir. 
L. Grace. Will not that have a very odd Look, fram me? 


L. Town. Not at all, if you uſe my Name in ir: If 


he is Innocent, his Imparience to fo, will dif- 
cover his anos t you: If be is tity: & will ts 
your beſt way of preventing his Addreſſes. 
£4. Grace. But what Pretence have I to put him out 
of Countenance ! -—— 
L. Town. I can't think there's any fear of that. 
La. Grace. Pray what is't you do think then? 
L. Town. Why certainly, that it's much more 
ble, this Letter may be all 
in the leaſt concern'd in it. — 
| Enter a Servant. 
my Lord. 


| Serv. Mir. Manh, 


with me of late, convinces me, ; 


P. S. 7 above four Months fince I receiv'd @ | 


p 


Town. I have obſerv'd, that theſe fort of Letten 


an Artifice, than that he is 


| 


I. Town 


9—— 
» 


— OT OT 


| were tempted to for them, twice as much as they 
were worth. * Man. 


drille, at Mrs. 1dle's: After the Drawi 
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L. Town. Do you receive him; while I ſtepa Minute, 


into my Lady. LExit I. Town. 


Enter Manly. 
Man. Madam, your moſt Obedient ; they told me, 


my Lord was here 


La. Grace. He will be here preſently: He is but juſt 


Man. So! then my Lady dines with us. 
La. Grace. No ; the is engage 8 
Man. I hope you are not of her Party, Madam? 
La. Grace. Not till aſter Dinner. 5 
Man. And pray how may ſhe have diſpos' d of the reſt 
of the Day? 
La. Grace. Much as uſual! ſhe has Viſits till about 
eight; after that, till court-time, ſhe is to be at Qua- 
wing- room, ſhe 
3393 with my Lady Moow-light. And 


gone into my Siſter. 


the Faſhion. 

1 . 1 
an. To ſpeak honeſtly — Yes — bei en in 
the Toyſhop, there was no forbearing the Bawbles. 
La. Grace. And of courſe, I ſuppoſe, ſometimes you 


7 
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Man. Why really, where Fancy only makes the | 44 
Choice, Madam, no wonder if we arc want 
in thoſe fort of Bargains, which I Num 
ten my Caſe: For I had conſtantly ſome Coquet, or - £4 
ther, upon uy Rc, GEE? COINS ous 
to put it in her power to plague me. 
l that's 2 I doubt, 
made uſe of. | N f L 
Man. The Amours of a Coquet, bim! 
have any upon T Give 
i Mani 
that 
M, 
* 
for m 
| M. 
no that 
traſſick in me a 
againſt N u 
22 2 
Opinion of to 
Man. In a great La 
if both theſe Ct Me 
luable is that im at, Mada 
without the Aid of the Folly, or Vice of either? ta 
La. Grace. I believe thoſe omen, to be as on 
ſcarce, Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any ſuch; it ſo 
or that allowing fuch have Virtue: enough to deſerve 


ane them then te} been a2 
more favourable Reflection! 5 | 


: 


read iN & 


Man. A little Patience, Madam Firſt, as to the 


2 

Ky Ls. Grace. O! what is he going to 1 [Aid WE 
Man. Tho' my 5 44 my Lord may he I 
allow'd my Viſits to have very M 
an © 

L 

rioſi 


La. Grace. What N Wr 
interrupt any Treaty ) may 
engag d in: Becauſe if I dye without | 


into my Opinion? [ Ffde.] Well, Sir, I won't pretend 
to have fo little of the Woman, in me, as to want C- 
riofity —- Bur pray, do you ſuppoſe then, this Myrtills | 
is a real, or a fictitious Name? 
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the | La. Grace. Mr. Maniy—you are not going? 

Nan. Tis but to the next Street, Madam; I ſhall be 
ide. | back in ten Minutes. a 
ave | La. Grace. Nay! but Dinner's juſt coming up. 
of) Aon. Madam, I can neither cat, nor reif, till I ſee 
uſt mn end of this Affair! 
cds D[o.Grace. But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any filly Cu- 
* ioſity of mine drive you away? 
11 


Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Madam; 
then it ſhall be only to ſatisfie my own Curiofity — 
[Exit Manly. 
am I to think 


dy OL 


Enter Mrs. Truſty. 


Well, Mrs. Trufy, is my Sifter drefs'd yet? * 
TDi. Yes, Madam; my Lord has been courting 
her ſo, I think, till they are both out of Humour. 
La. Grace. How ſo? a W 
Truſty. Why, it begun, Madam, with his Lordſhip's 
defiring her Ladyſhip to dine at home 
which my Lady faid ſhe could not be 
at, my Lord order'd them to ſtay the 


Ra Fa Phi erk r et rf & £ 


g 
3 
8 
| 
Et 


E 


FEB: 


* E 
Fes steter perl 


11 


how can I ever you 
Ls. Town. Why, I don't intend to mend them —— 
1 can't mend them you know I have try'd to do it 


L. Town. And Madam, can't bear this licen- * 
| = Character * | 


! when the Univerſe 
, than when I am 


47 


! why ſoir 


give one Time— 
you know, they may 


now, to trifle; 


or what, to me, is ſtil] more 


Rakes, conceal'd Thieves, and 


JamnotinaH 


another. 


idery 
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Why, a beſt 


7 


„ Madam, 


is Senſe, that thinks their- Po 


id! 3 


The Provekd Hushand; or, 


br 
dr 
M 


me hate you. 
me hate you; Pi hare 
I frequenr 
L. Town. So we the Charches— now and then. 
La. Town. My Friends frequent them too, as well a 
the Aſſemblies. 
L. Town. Yes, and would do it oftener, if a Groom 
of the Chambers there were allow'd to furniſh Cards 
to the Company. 
* I ſee what you drive a an thiswhile; you 
would lay an Imputation on my Fame, to cover your 
n I find, that 
L. Town. Have a Care, Madam; don't let me think 


n 
. You'd make a Man a Fool. 1 
2 * 
2 ſel 
Whatever may be in your Inclination, Me} - 
prevent y 
L. Town. 22 Creſus / Ta our of Patience! pe 
I won't come home, till four To-motrow Morning. in 
L. Town. That may be, Madaro bur I'll order the * 
Doors to be lock d at twelve. 1 
1 Town. Then I won'r come home ul To-morrow Ch 
t. | 
| Town. 'Then, Madam— you ſhall never come home 1 
again. [Exit L. To A 
La. Town. What does he mean! I never heard ſuch 4 wi 
Word from him in my Life beforc! the Man al of 
us d to have Manners, in his worft Humours! there} 2h 


„ 2 


— 
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but his Head's always upon fome ĩimpractieable Scheme 


A "Journey to London. 


y longer about him. 


Enter Manly. 
Man. Lask Pardon for my Intrufon, Madam; but 1 


Servant. 


fo I won't trouble mine an 


Mr. Man, your 


vr other, 


abe | 
lia 


2 7 11177 
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Fan 433 


So GR: we fave cock 


of Matrimonial Comfort, this Morn- 


142 for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter here 


Com 


ing? we hare been 


pany: 
ir! 


charming 


"Va. Gre. I am migh 


_ 
? fure 


ty glad of i 
1 
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La. Gra. Certainly, that muſt be vaſtly 2 

La. Town. O! there's no Life like it! why r'other 
Day, for Example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord 
and l, after a pretty cheerful te 4 tete Meal, fat us down 


by & the Fire-ide,in an eaſy, indolent, pick-rooth Way, for | 
about a Quarter of an Hour, as if we had not thought of | 
being in the Room—at laſt, ſtretching him- | 


one another's 
ſelf, and yawning —My Dear, ſays he — aw — you 
came home very late, laſt Night —T was but juſt turn'd 
of Two, fays I — I was a-bed — aw — by ſays 


he; So you are every Night, fays I——Well, fays be, 
] am amaz'd you can fit up fo late — How can you be | 


ſo often? — 
— and 


amaz d, fays I, at a Thing that ha 
upon which we enter'd into a 


tho” this is a Point r us above * times 
already, we always fi many pretty new 

ſay upon it, that [ believe, in my Soul, it will 1 
* 

6. But 


in ſuch fort of F 
N 1 there, 


(tho . 


222 
. ſmart Repartee, 

Head of it, makes the prettieſt Sherber! Ay, ay! if we 
rol ado owe oy Acid with it, a — 
Society w luſcious, that nothing an 
Prude would be able to bear it. 


_ gant Taſte— 
Ls. Town. Tho' to tell you the Truth, my Dear, In- 
ther think we 'd a lirtle too much Lemon into 


it, this Bout; for it grew fo four at laſt, that ——1 


La. 8 O! have a Care of that! 


wiſe Father for that — 
La. Grace. How fo ? 


La. Town. Why — when 0 d 
his honourable Trenches — me, my xd Gf op 


Fapa, 


oo 3 witty fort of Bitterneſs? 
yes! which does not do amiſs at all! A 
with a Zeſt of Recrimination at the ' 


La. Grace. Well — certainly you have the moſt ele- | 


think almoſt told him, he was a Fool - and be 


La. Town. Nay, if he ſhould, 2 


e g Ir res rr reg rw: 4 < 288 
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La. Town. O! of all things let's hear it. 
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La. Town. Well, my Dear, thou art an aſtoniſhiug 
Creature! For ſure ſuch primitive amediluvian Notions 
of Life have not been in any Head theſe thouſand 
Years! Under a great Tree! O* my Soul! — But L 
beg we may have the fober Town-ſcheme too for 
1 am charm'd with the Country one !— | 
La. Grate. You fhall, and Fll try to ſtick to my So- 
briety there too. | | 
La. Town. Well, tho' I ap ſure ic will give me the 
22 I muſt bear it however. 
L. Gtact. Why them, for ſear of your fainting, Ma- 
dam, I will firſt ſo far come into the Faſhion, that I 
would never be drefs'd out of it — bur ſtill it ſhould 
de ſoberly. For I can't think it any Diſgrace, to a Wo- 
than of thy private Fortune, not to wear her Lace as 
edding · ſuit of a firſt Dutcheſs. Tho' there 
mee I would venture to come up to! 


Inter 4 F J 


14 The Provotd Hushand; or, 
Enter Mrs. Trufly. | 


Tra{. Madam, Ladyſhip's Chair is ready. 
La Town Have the Footmen their white Flambeaux a 


e 
* * 9 r 


— 


ni 
Bos en 
| w my Time is fo precious 

S e ono 


yment of it. 
"Is Town. Loy or 


i 


ppoſe, but it won't become me to be 1 ter o 

5 dae th 
Enter Lord Townly, and Manly. | av 
L. Town. I did not think my Lady Wronghead badi g. 


a notable Brain: Tho | can't foy the was fo very wi 


| thee 


in truſting this filly Girl you call Mrtille, with t 
Sceret. 

Man. No my Lord, . miſtake me; had the Gi 
been in the Secret, perhaps l had never come at it 


— 


9 1 


ſelf. 


L. Im 


l 
VET > 


. 
we. 


ri TS 


TY 
GPA. 


1 
— 
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and my Lady #ronghead finds it: Then only changi 
64 . ihe Cover, the ſeals it up as a Letter of Bulineſs, ju 


' Hurry, gets this innocent Girl to write the Direction, 


des ſo : while 
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ſaid the Girl writ this 

er t Denn 

os'd to my Siſter ? 
* If you pleaſe to give me leave, my Lord — 

the Fact is thus This inclos d Letter to Lady Grace 


a real Original one, written by this Girl, to the 
Gam we have been talking of: The Count drops it, 


af 


ing to be in a 


0 


mitten by her ſelf, to me: And 


ber. _ 

L. Town. Oh! then the Girl did not know ſhe was 
ibing a Billet-doux of her own, to you? 

queſtion'd her 


when I ſhew'd her, that her Letter ro the Count was 
akie i, and 4 1 


you ſo ly 
unmercifully reveng'd of her: 
greateſt Friendſhip in the World 


art thou Ma- 


ter of? to make even thy Malice a Virtue ! | 


Man. Let, my Lord, I aſſure you, there is no one 


Action of my Life gives me more. Pleaſure, than your 
Approbation of it. F X 


my Heart's impatient, till thou 
t nearer to me: And as a Proof that I have long wiſhr 
your daily Conduct has choſen rather to 
deſerve, than ask my Siſter's Favour; I have been as 


renn 


on this Occaſion you have open d your whole 


And 
„„ 


4 we 


56 The Protol d Hmband; or, 


we have both ſueceeded ſhe is 4 firmly Yours — 
Man. Impoſſible! you flatter me! 


I. Town. I'm glad you think it Flattery : bur ſhe her 
ſelf hall prove it node: ſhe dines with us alone: when 


the Servants are withdrawn, In open — 


that ſhall excuſe my leaving you together 

Charles / had I, like cher, Ie NS is wy Chain 

what melancholy Hours had this Heart avoided! 
Man. No more of that, I beg, my Lord —— 


L. Town. Bur *twill, at leaſt, be foune Rekief to my 


Anxiety (however barren of Content the State has been 
to me) to fee fo near a Friend and Sifter , in it: 


Your Harmony of Life will be an Inſtance how much | 


the Choice of Temper's preferable to Betury. 
While your ſoft Hours in mutual Kindneſs 


You'll reach, by Virtue, what 1 loſt by Love. [ E | 


| 8 * _ - 6 Ss 
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0 W. SCENE L 
SCENE Arr. Motherly's Howſe. 
Enter Mrs. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla. 


Moth. 


deen theſe fix hours? 


Mr. O Madam! I have ſuch a terrible Story to tell 


! Ods my Life! W hat have you done 
with vhs Conney Howe of the hentnd Pound, I fea 


F 
TV Math. A Story 


you about? is it ſaſe? is it good? is it 


? 
Ar. Yes, yes, it is ſaſe: Bur fot its 


abour it! 
us another Trick then? 


| . You ſhall hear, Madam; when I . 


O, Neice! where is it potſible you can have 


— 


Mercy on us! I have been in a fair way to be hang 


3 — 


Moth. The dickens! has this Rege of a Count play 


8 
- 
: 
Z 
E 
. 


Hs. 


| Moth. Ah ! poor 
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ſcouring all the Shops in Town over, buying fine thing: 
and new Cloaths, you Tm to Night: They have 
made one Voyage bea hare brough home oc 
a Cargo of r 
nen 


Irrer go with them? 
Met. No, no: s young Spur go wth chem? 
their Party, ſo they even left him aſleep by the Kitchen 


Fire. | 
Myr. Has not he ask'd after me all this while? For | 
I . ſort of an Aſſignation with him. 
Moth. O yes! he has been in a bitter Taking about ie. 
At laſt his Diſappointment grew ſo uneaſy, that he fair- 
ly fell a c Jing ſo to im, 1 font anoof the dabde 
and Jobs 1 Moody abroad with him, to ſhew him —— 
* ions, and the Monument. Ods me! here he i, 
ome home agtin— you may hare Buinck with 
ſo I'll even leave you together. 


Enter Squire Richard. 


Sau. Rich. Soah ! ſoah! Mrs. Myrtills, wheere han yow 
been aw this Day, forfooth? 

r. Nay, i you go to that, Squire, where have 
N 
Su. Rich. Why, when I fun at yow were no loikly | 
ro come whoum, I were read to hong my Sel —— fo 

abn Moody, and I, * your Laſſes have been — 
knows where a ſecing o Soights. 
Hr. Well, and pray what have you ſeen, Sir? 
Squ. Rich. Fleſh! I cawnr tell, not I ſeen every | 
thing, I think. Firſt there we went o top o _ 
ye call it? there, the great huge ſtone Poſt, up the 
Tawnd and rawnd Stairs, that twine and 
juſt an as thof it were a Cork-Scrue. 

Myr. O, he donemene? well, and wis not ic 6 Soc 
Sight, from the Top of it? 

3 Rich. Sight, Vans! I know no' — 1 aw nowght 
but Smoak and ick Houſen, and Steeple Tops ——— 
then there was ſuch a mortal Ting-tang of Bells, and | 
Rumbling of Carts and Coaches, and then the Folks un- 
6—— — and a 


Bur, 


twine 
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er. Mocher's great glaks hee. 


Hive, in our Garden in the 
of 


Myr. I think, Maſter, you give a very good Account 


it. | 
Seu. Rich. Ay! but I did no' like it: For my Head 
——- my Head — begun to turn ſo I trundled me 
dawn Stairs like a round Trencher. 
Myr. Well! but this was not all you ſaw, I ſuppoſe? 
Su. Rich. Noa! noa! we went after that, and faw 
the Lyons; and I lik'd them better by hawlf; they are 
pure grim Devilsz hoh, hob! I touke a Stick, and gave 
wy them fuch a Poke o'the Noaſe — I believe he 
would ha' ſnapt my Head off, an he could ha* got me. 
Hoh! hoh! hoh! 
Hr. Well, Maſter, when you and 1 go abroad, Fl 
ſhew you prettier Sights than theſe ——— there's a Maſe 
querade to-morrow. B 
Sgu. Rich. O Laud! ay! they ſay that's a pure thing 
for Merry Andrews, and thoſe fort of comical Mum- 
mers — and the Count tells me, that there Lads and 


S 3 4 


8 


1 


| are terribly tempting; look well to your Heart, or Ads 
me! they'll whip it up, in the Trip of a Minute. 
Sg. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt —— ſoa let um 
_ CES in love with 
me —— mayha as g quiet. 5 
Myr. Why ber you would not refuſe , fine Lady, 
Sau. Rich. Ay, but I would tho' unleſs it were ——- 
33 th 
Mr. Oh! ho! t u have Heart inthe 
Country, I find? 18 . 
Sgu. Rich. Noa, noa, my Heart —— ch —— my Heart 
cent awt o'this Room. LT TY 
Mr. I am glad you have it about you, . 
| 7%. 


RIS 8 AF 


= 


2 
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Sq. Rich. N not ſoa noat her 
elſe may have N of. Fg 
Afr. I can't imagine what you mean? 


erleidet by 


4 


A, 
4 


FIdertier 


me a Crown a Week, as yes | 


= 


: 


I had Means, 


- A; when I like any 
__ gw. Rich, Well, that's juſt wy Mi that | 
Ayr. Ay, Mo 
Hotour : 'Fhis ſhews ſomething of a true Heart in guſt 
gy ch. Ay, and & true Heart you'll find 1 
| - Ys | t you d me; | 
re Papa com — = 
. ! here's come ani 
wy Aune with e.. = by” 
- __— rive em, what do they come naw | qulou 
fhall ſee hat Ln gn. M 
L — | Fir 
Sow. Rib. Bargain. [Kiffes ber.] Ads ne o 
* iki rr . F * 
. Eren ſeverally. nele. 


Euter 
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Enter Sir Francis Wronghead, and Mrs, Motherly. 
Sir Fran. What my Wife and Daughter abroad, fag . 
4 . 

Meth. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all 
the Day ; they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhore 
| Dinner, ſo went out again. ; 

Sir Fran. Well, well, I ſhan't f Supper for em, 
fn bur Toaſt and Tankers, Ence Morning * 

a 
* Meth. 1 am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Howes 


Meth. Dear me! What a fine thing tis to be ſo po- 
Sir Fran. It isa great Comfort, indeed! and I can af- 
ſure you, you are a good fſenfible Woman, Mrs. Motherly. 
Moth. O dear Sir, your Honour's- pleas'd to Com- 


5 2 No, no, I ſee you know how to value Peo- 
| Meth. Good lack! here's Company, Sir; will you give 
5. Jnclex:e rs get you tbroil'd Bone, ar ſo, till the Ladies 

ene home, Sir? Sir 
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PF Why troth, I don't think it would be . 


* It ſhall be done in a Moment, Sir. [ Exit, 


Enter Manly. 


Man. Sir Francis, your Servant. 
Sir Fran. Couſin Manly / 

| Man. I am come to ſee how the Family goes on here. 
Sir Fran. Troth! all as buſy as Bees; I have been up- 
on the Wing ever ſince Eight Clock this Morning. 
| Man. By your early Hour, then, I you have 
deen making your Court to ſome of the 
Sir Fran. Why, Faith! you have hit it, Sir ——[ 
was advis'd to loſe no Time: So | cen went ſtrait for 
c 


. n But who had 
you got to 

Sir Fran. xc, _ remember'd I had 
A 
I introduc'd my Self. 
- Man. As how, pray? 

Sir Fran. Why, thus —— Look ye—— Pleaſe your 
Lada ſays I, I am Sir Francis M rongbead of Bumper- 
11 Pullogas for 2he Torn 


Men. 


» you 
nary Opinion of my Parts, yer, I believe, you wol 
fay I miſt it naw! | 


Man. Well, I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe. 
Sir Fran. So when I found him fo courtcous ——- 
-My Lord, fays I, I did not think to RE 
Lordſhip with Buſineſs upon my fi 3 
pwr Lacie > alones oo tn en Ceremony | 
$4 truly, ſays — WII 

Time. 


ya) to London. 6 
*& | 214:s. Right! there you puſht him home. 

"i 22 ay, 1 ied © NS bo oe tn he hee 
it, | 25 none of your mealy-mouth'd Ones. 
e I bave a good 

r Fran. So, in 

Eſtate but —a—ir's a leetle awt at Elbows; and 
as | defire to ſerve my King, as well as my Country, I 


Cre. | hall be very willing to accept of a Place at 

of 224 ing ſhort Work ont. 

have 

l. 

— 1 

for. 

had 

had 

oth! 

your 

h of Fran. Right! there's it! ah Couſin, I fee you 
Man. Yes, yes, one fees more of it every Day —— 


well! but what faid my Lord to all this? 

Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to ſerve 
OE: es aa wie hap Ie AN as 

| the as much as to ſay, Give your ſelf no 
Trouble—— 1'll do your Buſineſs; with that ke turn'd 
him abawrt to ſomebody, with a colour'd Ribon a-crofs 
_ that look'd in my Thowghts, as if be came for 2 

Man. Ha! ſo, upon theſe Hopes, you are to. make 
your Fortune! . | 
Si Fran. Why, do you think there's any Doubt of 


Oh no, I have not the leaſt Doubt about it 


L 


Oh 
— for juſt as you hayc done, I made my Fortune ten 
Years ago. Sor 


E 


ener eee 


-x ILIE 
H 73 en 
Ae 
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I z 4 


Faith, Couſin. 


ener For 


une: For I 


| > 


Nor I neither, 
Lord has 


von, 
my 


Sir Fran. Why, I never knew you had a 


: 
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: 
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pardon 


continual 


d to 


* Ax. O! among the Ladies, certainly. | dy | 
Hu. And yet he's as ſtout as « Lion: bo 
Waund, he'll ſtorm any thing. i. 
e _ Mar. Will he fo? Wy then, Ws; coke cx5e 
your Cittadel. 13 
thi ' Si. Fran. Ah! you are a Wag, Couſin. 
7 . hope, Ladies, che Town Air continues to a- 
with you? | eat 
perfectly well, Sir! We have been abroad 
ay long —and we have bought an 
| ings. And To-morrow we go to the 
a Maſquerade! and on Friday to the Play! and on Satur- 
to the Opera! and on . n+ De 8 
wl -- MY | . 
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what-d'ye-call —— and fee the Ladies play ue | 


Quadrille, and Picquet, Ombre, and Hazard, and 
Baſſet! And on Monday, we arc to W 


Tongue 
I brought you hi 
MD Yes, yer? and ſhe is improv'd with a Ver 


— La - Lawed! Mam, I am fare I did not a 


Sir Tran. Ay, ay, there's your fine growing Spirit for 
you! Now tack it dawn, an you can. 
Jenny. All I faid, Papa, was only to entertain my 
= Dear, I htily oblig'd t 
an. pret , Ll am d to 
enny. Look aa * 
Wrong " Hold your Tongue, I fay. 
Jenny. N away and glowting) I declare it, I| 
won't bear it: pd by wp Keg Reeds mae. 
aa the does it, well 
| r 
C. Baſ. Huſh! "x my Dear! don't be uneaſy a 
that! he'll ſuf [ ſide. 
Jenny. Let fuſpeR, what do I care I dam 
know, but I have as much Reaſon to ſuſpect, as ſhe— 
tho* perhaps I'm not fo fraid of her. 
C. Baſ. Lee. I gad, if I don't keep a tight Hat 
on my 414 ſhe' I run away with my Project be 
La bing ito bear : 
rong. | fide.) Perpetually hanging upon bin 
young Harlot is certainly U Sick him : but] 
mult nor E. them ke Tin f. and yer Leg Je 
it. Upon my Life, Count, you'll ſpoil that fc 
Girl———Jou thould nox her fo. 
a on me, Madam, | was only adviſing he 
to obſerve what your Ladyſbip aid to her. 


* „ 1 83 een re 


* 


IA 28 EE 


D 2 


| loub our ip, and I am forc'd to en- 
4 — = "Twill be better to 


with the 


| your good. 


der Mama, 
of a Mind. 
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| WM ber Obſervations have been ſome- 

png yarticner. LAide. 
C. Baſ: In one Word, Madam, ſhe has a Jea- 


take no notice of her Behaviour to me. : 
La. Vg. You ue right, I vill be more 
| Apart. 
5 To- morrow at the Maſquerade, we 
her. 
"La. reg. We ſhall be obſerv'd. I'll ſend 
you a Note, and ſettle that Affair 


Jenny. Yes, Mama but when I am told of a thing 
Company, it always makes me worſe, you 


If 1 have any Skill in the fair Sex; Miß, and 
have only quarrell'd, becauſe they are both 
This facetious Count ſeems to have made a 
very genteel Step into the Family.  [ Mfide. 
Enter Myrtilla. Manly talks apart with ber. 
La Frong. Well, Sir Francis, and what news have 
brought us, from Meſtninſter, to- day? 
dir Fran. News, Madam? Fcod! I have ſome — and 


Man. 


| ſuch as does not come every day, I can tell you —a . 


word in your Ear— | have got a promiſe of a Place at 
Court of a thouſand Pawnd 2 Year, already. 
La. Wrong. Have ſo Sir? And pray who may you 
thank for it? Now! who's. in the Right? Is not this 
better, than throwing ſo much away, after aſtinking Pack 
of Fox-hounds, in the Country? Now your Family may 
de the Herter for it! | OS 
Sir Fran. Nay! that's what perſuaded me to come 
„35 
ther hundred Foes then. 9 | 

F 2 Sis 
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Sir Fran. Another! Child? Waunds! you have had 


one hundred this Morning, pray what's become of that, 


my Dear? 

* Mrong. What's become of it? why I'llſhew you, 
my Love! Jenny! have you the Bills about you? 
enny. Yes, Mama. 

Le. Wrong What's become of it? why laid out, my 


of the Count here. 


Jenny. Yes, indeed, Papo, and that would hardly do 


neitker —— There's th' Account. 
Sir Fran. { Turning over the Bills.) Let's ſee let's ſee} 
whar the Devil have we here? 


ſhe is | 
: the 


moſt ankle yours in every 
mightily de ſires to fee you, © 


Man. I am going home, direfily: 
to my Houſe in half an hour; and if 


good what you tell me, you ſhall 


her 
ſhe makes 


bring 
both 


L. Wrong. There's nothing but what's 


. Sir Francis — Nay you 
« Houſewife, that in Neceſſaries for my ſelf, 1 
ſcarce laid out a Shilling. 

— No, by my 
o' one t > has, that I can fee have 
EY * * 
-r 
greateſt Diſtinction of 


Em 


n frames; for the de. 


A i tap. 


Dear, with ſiſty more to it, hen Idee F 


— 


F 


ng, and 
Waunds and Fire! the Lord 
hold it, at this rate 
Six ? | 

ſeem uneaſy 
and compoſe y b | 
the Devil, Madam! why do you 
Pound a Day comes to in a Year ? 
IT rong. My Life, if I account with you from one 
» that's really all that my Head is able to 
— But III tell you whar I confider — 1 
that my Advice has got you a thouſand Pound 
is — now, mcethinks 


. 


for him, ¶ Aide. 


Enter Squire Richard, 

Kn. Rich. Feyther, and yow doan't come nekly, the 
Meat will be coal'd ; an I'd fain pick a A pe en. 

» ; _ Sir Francis you are not going 
to elk! 8 | 

Sir Fran. but I'm going to dine by my {clf, and 
that's pretty the Madam. | 
La. Hrong. u as good flay a little, my 
Dear? we hall all eat in half an hour; and I wasthink- 
= ask my Couſin Manly to take a family Nlorſch, 
with us. | 


. 
8 


Nay, for my Couſin's good Company, I don 
| 2. a day's Journey, without Baiting. 

. By no means, Sir Francis. I am going upon a 
. © "nd m_— 
Sir Fran. Well, Sir, I know you don't love Compli- 


Mar. You'll excuſe me, Madam 
La. Vrong. Since you have Buſineſs, Sir— [Exit Maaly. 


= 


3 


- 


Lr 
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Enter Mrs. Motherly. 


O, Mrs. Motherly / you were ſaying this Morning, you 
had ſome very fine Lace to ſhow me can't I ſee it nos? 


[ Sir Francis fares, | 
Moth. Why really, 


had made a fort of 4 
| promiſe, to let the Counteſs of Nicely have the firſt 
Sight of ir, for the Birth-day : But your Ladyſhip — 
Wrong. O! I die, if I don't fee it before her. 
Squ. Rich. Woar'e goa, Feyther? 
Sir Fran. Waunds ! I ſhall ha' noa Sto- Apart, 
mach, at this rate 3 ad 
Moth. Well, Madam, though I ſay it, tis the ſweet 
eſt Pattern, that ever came over — and for Fineneſã — | 
no Cobweb comes up to it! | | 
Sir Fran. Ods Gutts, and Gizard, Madam! Lace a 
fine as a Cobweb* why what the Devil's that to coſt 
now ? 
Moth. Nay, if Sir Francis does not like of it, Madam 
La. Frong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he is not 
to wear it. 
3 Madam, but I ſuppoſe I am to pay 
it! | 
La. Mrong. No doubt on't! Think of your thouſand | 
a Year, and who got it you, go! cat your Dinner, and | 
be thankful, go. | driving him to the Door. ] Come Mn. | | 
Motherly. | Exit La. Wronghead with Mrs. Motherly. 
Sir Fran. Very fine! fo here I mun faſt, till I an 
almoſt famiſh'd for the Good of my Country; while 
Madam is laying me out an hundred Pound a-day in 
Lace, as fine as a Cobweb, for the Honour of my Fa 
mily! Ods fleſh! things had need go well, at thi 
rate! . 
Squ. Rich. Nay, nay — come Feyther. [Ex. Sir Fran 


Euter Mrs. Motherly. 


TS | 0 Ar. 


Aber. Madam, my Lady defires you and the Count 
will pleaſe to come, and aſſiſt her fancy, in ſome of the 
| new Laces. 

C.Baſ. We'll wait upon rw [Ex. Mrs. Moth- 
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. So! I told you how it was! None 
bear to leave us together. 

C. Baſ. No matter, my Dear: You know ſhe has ask'd 
me to ſtay Supper: ſo, when your Papa and ſheare a- bed, 
Mrs. Myriille will let me into the Houſe again; then 
may you ſteal into her Chamber, and we'll have a pret- 
ly little Sneaker of Punch together. 
Ahr. Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me any thing. 
exny. Well! that will be pure! 
| C.Bo/. But you had beſt go to her alone, wy Life: ic 
will look better if I come after you. 
Jenny. Ay, fo it will: and to-morrow, ns 27 


* 2 11 


| the And then! — hey/ 07 Pl bave 8 
Hushand and Marry. [ Ex. fcnging. 
Myr. So Sir! am not I very commode to you? 


C. Baſ. Well, Child! and don't you find your account 
in it? Did not I tell you we might ſtill be of uſe to 
one another? 
* Well, but bow fands your Air with kli, in 
main | 
C. B.. O ſhe's mad for the Maſquerade! it drives like 
2 Nail, we want nothing now but a Parſon, to clinch. 
it. Did not your Aunt fay ſhe could get one at a ſhort 
Waning? | 
Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Townly's Chaplain is her Cou- 
Zr do your Bbncſ and wine, a th 


C. B O! it's true! but where ſhall we appoint him? 
Myr. Why you know my Lady Townly's Houle is al- 
upon a Ball-night, befure 


— 2 Il Le 11 4 


es, we ſhould all come 
thither in our Habits, and when theRooms are full, we 
may ſteal up into his Chamber, he ſays, and there 
| crack he'll give us all a Canonical Commiſhon to 
go to bed together. 

C. Baſ. Admirable! Well, the Devil fetch me, if I 
ſhall not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, Child. 

Mr. And may the Black — tuck me _— 

F4 Ew 


- 


. 
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_—_ iz Myr. | 
C. Baſ. Why ay! Count! That Title has been of fone 
uſe to me indeed ! not that I have more Pretence to 


0 - 


f. igure, del my Ha 
hag ee For fince our modem 
Men of Quality are grown wiſe enough | 
I think Shwpore nee Fook, that don't take up 


FTE Aeg ET... reratc F 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


er- 

* SCENE Lord Townly's Hauſe. 

= Enter Manly, and Lady Grace. 

i Mis THERE, ſomething, Madam, hangs 

A Mind, Tear ayes 
m- 

firſt 


_ 


| fear, is on the Brink of Ruin! 
Man. . [ow fort or k— whe has d? 
ery New! bur rhe continual 


About five this Morning, in 1 ſhe came! 
ſuch Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of MisFor- 
what can become of her? 

y Lord ſeen her, ſay ou? 
No! he chang'd his Bed laſt Night — 
till twelve, in Expectation of has: 
the Clock truck, he ſtarted ſtom his 
intens'd to that degree, that had 1 
on my Knees, diſſwaded him, he had or- 


Doors, that Inſtant, to have been locked a- 


A, How terrible is his Situation? when the moſt 
thable Severities he can uſe againſt her, are liable to 

Il de the Mirth of all the diſſolute Card-Tables i in Town! 
» a Grace. "Tis that, I know, has made him bear fo 
long: Bat you, hat fee] for him, Mr. Manly, * | 
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ſupport his Honour, and if | 
a — bay I beg you 4 E 
till One, or Both of them can be wrought to beum 
Mon. How amicble is this Concern, in you? 
La. Grace. For Heaven's fake _ mind me, bu 


Z 
2; 


24 Nr 


'd, 


13 
2 


IMPART 


Condition, the Chat of a Female Friend was far 
ferable to the beſt Husband's Company i 
Man. Where has ſhe Spirits ro ſupport 
ſenſibility ? 


| ing; ſhe rallied her own Fol 
lies with ſuch Vivacity, and painted the Penance, the 
knows ſhe muſt undergo for them, in ſuch ridiculous 
Lights, that had not my Concern for a Brother been too 
ſtrong for her Wir, ſhe had almoſt difarm'd my Anger. | 
Man. Her Mind may have another Caſt by this time: 
The moſt flagrant Diſpofitions have their Hours of 6 
: Sam; 


a 
4 


Fg 


F 


1 


* 


5 


= i Hoe 


F 


 wk'd for, to ſay, 


1 f — 


| Thar Nature ſhould > >a away ſo much Bcauty upon 


| — -} hem! 


FEr r 


| — you have buſineſs. 


1 Price Sir Fraxcis to walk in. ——— 
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which their Pride conceals from : Bur 
Madam; how could ſhe avoid coming down to 


dine: 
La. Grace. O! he nook ver of they, deter He wite 
bed 2 oman, whenever ihe was 
now 7 fa was not well. 
Man. You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I preſume? 
La. Grace. Up! I whether ſhe beawake yer. 
Man. Terrible! what a Figure does ſhe make now! 


to make ſuch a ſlatternly Uſe of it 

La. Grace. O fy ! there is not a more elegant Bean- 
ty in Town, when ſhe's dreſt. 
Mes. In my Eye, Madam, ſhe that's early dreft, has 
ten times 
La. Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe 
for I think I fce her Chocolate going up — Mrs. Tray 


Truſfty. will ea o lex her Ldyſhip know, Ma 
© (Ex. Mrs. Truſty. 


Enter @ Servant. 
Serv. Sir Francis H/roaghead, Sir, defires to ſpeak with 


you. 
Man. He comes unſeaſonably what ſhall I do 


with him? 
La. Grace. O fee him by. all we ſhall have 
time enough; in the mean while III in, and have 


an Eye upon my Brother. Nay, nay, don't mind * 


Man. Lou muſt be obey d 
[Rerreat/ng white Lady Grace goes out. 
{ Ex. res, 


The Provotd Husband ; or, 
2 he lee r to is == 
wrong 7 
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Sir Francis, your Servant z how came I by the Favow 
of this extraordinary Viſit? 

Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin! 

Man. Why that forrowful Face, Man? 

Sir Fran. | have no Friend alive but ou 

Man. I am forry for that — but whar's the 


Sir Fran. I have plaid the Fool by this Journey. 1 


ſee now —— tor my bitter Wife ——— 
Max. ay + — 3 | 
Sir Fran. yi Devil ! 8 
Man. Why truly, that | 
1 ; gin 


yeſterday morning ! 2 
Man. Hab! I fee a good Houſe-wife will do a gren 
deal of work in lietle time. ee bj 1 
Sir Fran. Work do they call it? Fine work indeed! 
Man. Well! but how do you mean, 1 away 
with it? What, the has laid it out, may be— bur I fup- 
poſe you have an Account of it. | 5 
Sir Fran. Yes, yes, I have bad the Account, indeed; 
but I mun needs ſay, it's a verry ſorry one. — 
Man. Pray · let's hear. | 3 
Sir Fran. Why, firſt, I let her have an hundred and 
fn iſty, to get things handſome about her, to let the 
World ſee that I was Some-body ! and I thought that 
Sum was very 4 - 
' Man. Indeed I think fo; and, in the , might 
have ferv'd her a Twelvemoath. 


Sir Fran. Why fo it might but here in this ſine 


Tawn, forſooth! it could not get through four and 
twenty hours — for, in half that time, it was all ſquan- 
dred away in Bawbles, and new-faſhion'd Trumpery. 
Man. O! for Ladies in London, Sir Francis, all this 
might be neceſſary. | | 
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's a Part that moſt of your fine | 
with, as ſoon as they get to Londes. 
Sir Fran. IF I am «living Man, Coubn, th has mak 
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78 The Prod Hnband; or, 
Sir Fran. Why I mun ſay that was part 

own fault: G. i Bad ast been 2 Blab of my Tong 
I believe that laſt hundred might have been ſav'd. 


ER 


Man. How fo? on 1 
Sir Fran. Anh oy 
will, forſooth, ro in Humour, I muſt | 
needs tell her of 1 a Year, I hadjuf ty 
got the Promiſe of —— I cod! the lays her Claws Frien 

m that moment ——faid it was all owing to her Ad 14 
vice, and truly ſhe would have her ſhare on't. as 

Man. What, before you had it your ſelf? M 


Sir Fran. Why ay! that's what | told her — My 
Dear, ſaid I, mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt Quartet 
on't this half year. | 


Y 
dont fee that my Wife's Goodneſs is a bit the 
for bringing to Landon. 


Man. If you remember, I gave you 1 a 

Sir Fran. Why ay, it's true you did ſo: » Des 
vil himſelf could not have believ'd ſhe would have rid 
polt to him. 1 


Man. Sir, if you ſtay but a fortnight in this Town, 
* hundreds as taft upon the Ga- 

Py as ſhe is. wh 

Sir Fran. Ah! this London is baſe place indeed 
waunds, if things ſhould happen to go wrong with me at 
Meſtminſter, at this rate, how the Devil ſhall I keep 
our of a Jayl ? 

Man. Why truly, there ſeems to me but one way to | 
avoid it. 
Sir Fran. Ah! would you could tell me that, Couſin. 

Man. The way lies plain before you, Sir; the ſame 
Road that brought you hither will carry you ſafe home 

in. | 
Sir Fran. Ods-fleſh ! Couſin, what! and leave a thou- | 
and Pound a Year behind me? | 

Man. Pooh! 1! leave any thing behind you, but | 
your Family, you are a Saver by ir. 


Sir Fran, Ay, but confider, Couſin, what a ſcurvy 
6 Fi- 


A 


! how may yow mean, Couſin? 

whole Affairs ſtand thus — 
your —_—_— In 
will run you into a Jay keep 


in his Caſe/ß 
Man. | have not time here to give you proper In- 
firuftions: but about eight this Ev'ning, III call at 

1 there you ſhall have full Conviction, 
I have it at Heart, to ſerve you. 


| Enter a Servant. 


Sir Fran. Well then, Fl go ſtrait home, naw. 

Man. At eight depend upon me. * 

Sir Fran. Ah dear Couſin! I ſhall be bound to you as 
long as I live. Mercy deliver us! what a terrible Jour- 
ney have I made ont! 5 Ee. ſeverally. 


„ 


rere. 


SCENE opens to 4 Dreſſn room. 

ownly, as A > walks to ber —— 
ig en Mrs . 
Ph Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Lad: 
lo out of order? 


. Town. n where one 
> Kill for want of 


C The Provokd Hund; or, 
T 


8 Compo d: why I have layn in an Ing 
here! this Houſe in worſe chan an Ian with ten Stage 


I 'want 
e.it me. 
Trafly. Ah! if his Lordſhip could but be brought ). 
play bimlelf, Madam, then he might * 
want Money. 
La. Pan. Oh! don't talk of it! do you know thay 
I am undone, Ta? 
Traffy. Mercy forbid, Madam 
La. Town. Broke! ruin'd ! —_————— | 
eren to a Conſiſcation of my oy 
Truſty. You don't tell Hos — * 
La. Town. And where to raiſe ten Pound in | the 
818 ANN i 
ray. Truly, I with I were wile to tell you, 
Madam: but may be your Lab wiſe an bee rang 
better Fortune, upon ſome of the good Company char 
comes here to-night, 
La. Ts. 
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La. Tows. But I have nota ſingle Guinea, to try my 


5 
7h Hah ! that's a bad Buſineſs indeed, Madam 
Adad! I have a Thought in my Head Madam, if it is 


—— 
by 4 quickly then, I beſeech thee! 


EW 


La. Tows. Out with it 
ruſty. Has not the Steward ſomerhing of fifty Pound 


left in his hands, to pay ſomebody a- 


y. Now I remember, 


what's his filthy 


fri old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip turn'd off, 
2 becauſe he would truſt you no . 
The very Wretch! if he has not paid it 

ys quickly, Dear Trafly, and bid him bring it hirher 


. 3 1 Gaerne 


but I ſhould hate the Town in a Fortnight — 
1 will not be driven out of it, that's poſitive ! 

ruſty returns. 
. O Madam! there is no bearing it! Mr. Late- 
juſt let in at the Door, as I came to the Stair 


> Steward is now actualhy paying him the 


—_— 


; 


ae, 2 ith. you 
Pound. | within.) I'll ny 


| 2, 
Q 
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322 The Provetd Husbam; or, 
Trafly. Preſently won't do, Man, you mot 


come this minute. 


— | am bur juſt paying a little Money, | 
Traft. Cods my life! paying Money? is the 
oy Aer Ceine hve | tell you, wo wy | 


Lady, this Moment, 
p woe" [Trufty rauer. 


La Town. Will the Monſter come, of no? — 


Tu. Yes, I hear him now, Madam, he is hobling 
up, as faſt as he can. 
La. Toms. Don't let bim come in— for he will keey 
ſuch a 
able ro bear him. „ bo i _ 
Poundage comes 10 t 8 Money-bay in 
Caf O! it's well you are come, Sir? where's the 


72 Pound? 
eund. Why here it is; if you 


now bode a R , below, for it. 


Truft. No my muſt not pay | 
bin nd > ax! 3 — enough, it ll, 
there's a Piſtole, and a G that is not bad, in K= | 


beſides there is a Miſtake in the Account too 
the Bag from bim.] But ſhe is not at leiſure to 


it now; ſo you muſt bid Mr. What-dye-call-uin 4 
' another time. 


La. Town. What is all that Noiſe there? 

Pound. Why and it pleaſe your Ladyſhip — 

La. Town. 
as you were order'd. 


it Poundage. 
Madam [ Powrs the 
of >, re they are — 8 ſo — 


into a nalty Tradeſman's hands, I 


ve me that bad Guinea, for luck's fake —thank 

am. [ Takes a Cu 
La. Town. Why, I did not bid you take it. 
Ty. No, but your Ladyſhip look'd as if you w 


P 1s not | 


bad not been in ub 
have paid it by this time the Mat 


ythee! don't Plague me now, bat & 


proteſt it made me 
tremble for them — I fancy your Ladyſhip had as gool 


— 19122 J F. . TF „een 


Town. 


And 
Do 
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thus! what's become of the laſt five hundred, I gave you? 1. 

La. Town. Gone. 
L. Town. Gone! what way, Madam? 4 
La. Town. Half theTown over, I believe by this time, | this 
L. Tows. 'Tis well! I ſceRuin will make no Imprefſ. „ell 
fron, till it falls —_— | ew 
La. Town. In » my Lord, if Money is always t t 
the Subject of our Converſation, I ſhall make yuno | oom 
Anſwer. 1 
Ws this 
you, my Lord; | 11 


with 
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Woman! could you have ſeen 


5 y 70 London. 
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Ungrateful 


* 
amaz 


had ſeen her — I am 


left no Precedent of a Divorce for 


yourſelf 


1 4175 


A 


e — = Fa - 


! when a Woman's whole 


, this Adultery of the Mind, as 
«lend r Pleaſures I have noShare in, bat 


the 


1 101 


— as you 1 
'! —Who'sthere! 


b walk 
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26 The Provetd Hausband; or, 
Enter Lady Grace, and Manly. 


Mr. Manly, I have an Act of 
which wants more Apologies, 
for it. 


| have the carer 
Mn Town Siſter, T have the hace Kacule to intros of 


as + To Requeſt, I beg, my Lord. 
L. Town. Ar both were preſent ax 
g 


be diſmcult to oblige you. 
La. Grace. CA He Heavens! how I tremble * 


the Proyocati 


F 


7 


125115 


ro te | 
| ceive you where if Time, wn Bf, brings | 
you 5p. a due Reflection, your Allowance ſhall be ip» 


if you fill arclayiſh of li of 
paſt licentious Pleaſures, that kale dul be le 


my Hearing; 


LNA 


Man. Thes pag anke gant wp Lovk the I way 


I. you ep. 08 ( 


hb My Lord, I neyer thought, ll now, it could | 


I. Tows. For you, my Lady Townh, I need not har 


F 


i 
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nor will I call that Soul my Friend, that names yoo 
| La. Grace, 
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La. Grace. My Heart Bleeds for her ! [ L/ide. 
* __ Y —_ _ 2 rurn _— 
Thoughts with me, witneſs to my growing e? 
there was a time when I belive'd 1 ä 
ble of Vice, or of Decay! There I 'd the Part- 
ner of an oy —_ There! I, for ever, hop'd to find 
a cheerful panion, an agreeable Intimate, a faith- 
ful Friend, a uſeful Help-mate, and a tender Mother — 
But oh! how bitter now the Diſappointment ! 
Man. The World is different in its Senſe of Happi- 
neſs: Offended as you are, I know you will till be juſt. 
2 75 ; | AT ſtruck her. ¶ 
This lat R has [LA. 
L. Town. No, let me not (though I this Moment caſt 
be Heart for ever) let me not urge her Pu- 
ond her Crimes —— I know the World 
ale that feeds its tire of Scandal: 
conſcious, Severities of this kind ſeldom 
groſs to mention, I here, before 
of the leaſt Suſpicion rais'd a- 
my Bed. Therefore, when a- 
| Conduct may be queſtion'd, do her Fame that 


Siſter! [Turns to La. Grace weeping. 
owns. When I am ſpoken of, where without Fa- 


Honour of 


k bo 
acquit 

of 

ma 


1 
have 


not leave her, thus! One Moment's Stay can do 
Cauſe no wrong ! If Looks can | 
Heart, I'll anſwer with my Life, there's ſomething la- 
bouring in her Mind, that woyld you bear the hearing, 


| Wight deſerve it. 


"Mn - La. Grace 
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L. Town. Conſider! fince we no more can meet; | L. 
preſs not my Staying, to inſult her. 

La. Town. Let ſtay, my Lord — the little I would 
fay, will not deſerve an Inſult; and Undeſcrv'd, I know | 


Town. My Lord, you ever have complain d, 1 
Loves bot ©s you kindly have allow'd I never 
| ade to another; ſo when you hear the Story of my 


- = © plan you wil us 


Grace. This promiſes a Reverſe of Temper. | Fpart. 
is, my Lord, you are concern d to hear! 


| 3 w 
ful Vanity confirm'd: Wild with 
Mankind my Slaves, I triumph'd 
Hearts, while all my Pleaſure was their Pain: Yet 
my own fo equally inſenſible to all, that when z 
's firm Commands cnjoyn'd me to make choice 


yielded 

Care, my Lord, i ou Our Hang | 
were join'd! but till my Heart was wedded to its Fob 
91 My only. Joy was Power, Command, Society, Pro- 
fuk and to lead in Pleaſures! The Husband's Ri 
to Rule, Ix ht a vulgar Law, which only the 
form'd, or Meanly-ſpiriced obey'd! I knew no Director 
bur my Paſſions, no Maſter but my Will! Even you, 
my Lord, ſome time o'crcome were 'd 
with my Delights; nor, then, foreſaw this mad Miſuſe of 
your Indulgence —— And, though I call wy ſelf Un- 
' grateful, while I own it, yer, as a Truth, it cannot be | 
deny d —— That kind Indulgence has undone me! it | 
added Strength to my habitual Failings, and in a Hean 
thus warm, in wild unthinking Life, no wonder if the | 
gentler Senſe of Love was loft. ww 
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L. Tun O Manly! where has this Crea- 


* mre's Heart been buried? L 

uld "Mas. If yet recovendle——How vaſt R_—_ 
© | To. owe. Whit 1 have fold, em Lord, is not my 
res | Excuſe, but my Conſeſſion! My (give em, if 


pleaſe, a harder Nene) en be dxbaded! Hot 
Whar's in in its Nature Wrong, no Words can Palliate, 
go Plea can Alter! What then remains in my Condition, 
but Refignation to our Pleaſure? Time only can con- 
you of m 7 Therefore, till I 
d an orgiveneſs, I dare not hope 
for Pardon —— „ a lonely contrite Life 
were little to the Innocent; bur to have deferv'd this 
no eter 


,, ER O happy, heavenly Hearing ! 
La. Town. Siſter, farewell! | Xiſfng ber.] Your Virtue 
needs no w end rnd Lok he Bur 

you think atton d my Follics paſt, per- 
TE. No Matum! Y * them. | 
thus renounc's, 
ſo due a Senſe of 
, ba ade you, whar my uot Wiſes Fra. 
Heart has ſigh d for. | 


＋ 


— 141 


First ser 


* ax you hve eien thr in 
my 


! (for now methinks that Name b 
to my Heart than ever) let me congratulate the 
that opens to you. 
long, and mutual may it flo 


igation 
IE: Siſter * a Day like this — 
La. Grace. Admies of 6s Excuſe againſt the 


ä 


generi 

Gives ber Hand to 
pairs of Words to ſpeak . 
L. 1 how the Name of Friend endem 
the Brother ! [ Embracing him. | 
Mes. Your Words, PG will warm me, to do 


— Ker 


F 


L. Pu. No, my Dear, Mazly has defir'd their Ad | 


mittance to-night, it ſeems upon a particular Occaſion- 
Say we will wait upon them inſtantly. [ Exit Serv. 
. Town. I ſhall be bur ill to them. 


L. Tum. No matter: not to ſer them, would on 
ſudden be too particular. L* will 698 you's 
entertain them. 

La. Toms. With ber, y Lord, I ſhalt be always eap—| 
Siſter, to your unerring Virtue, I now commit ths 
Guidance of my future Days —— 

Never the Paths of Pleaſure more to tread, 
Bur where your Innocence thall lead. 
For in the married State, the 1 
Divided Happineſs was never known. 

To make it mutual, Nature points the Way: 

Let Husbands goverg: Gentle Wires obey. 4 
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A FJaurney 10 London: 91 
Joy , SCENE opening to another Apartmant, diſcouurt a groas 
27 1 of People in Maſquerade, talking all # Y 
SA boy's 17 5 4 4 
1 » 45 6 | as 8 
ey — 1 oh Cone is » L 
time, Lard and Lady Townly,. with Lach Grace, aner 
to them unmask d. 
L. Town. So! here's a great deal of Company. 
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. Becauſe I have heard you talk 


but you det know my Voice, I'm ſure. 


F 


FT => 


La. here is ſomerhing in your Wit and Hu- 
mour y much your own, it is impoſſi- 
ble you cap Fs 

Mask. 
| La. Grace. 
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The Provotd Haan; or, 


Herre 


Ila, will you be fo good as to fee 
ready for us? | 
fr. He only ſtaid for you, Sir: I'll fetch himi 
mediately. [ Ex. My 
. Pray, Sir, amt not I to take Place of N 

Countess? | 
. Baj. No doubt on't, my Dear. 
Jem. O Lud! how her Back will be up then, 
ſhe meets me at an Aſſembly? or You and I in 
Coach and Six, at Hyde-Park together? 
C. Baſ. Ay! or when ſhe hears the Box-keepers, # 


Fool go ffeexle 


A Journey to Londen 95 
of Baſſer's S 


y nap, 
1 a W hat-d'ye-callum Ribbon, lead me to 
+} bis Hat under his Arm all the way! | 
Chairman, and ſo, fays I, My Lord, your 
Int. I ſuppoſe, Madam, fays he, 
to be 


I, with my Hoop fluff'd 
| Forchead* and away they tots ſwing! ſwang! : 


: Bur if you are called Count Baſfer, I have a 
in my Hand for you, that will ſer you right 


rys 97 | TN 
| K Thunder | 
1 our uſt. Sir, if you pleaſe to pull off your Fool's 
| Frock there, Il wait upon you to the next Juſtice of 
rs, uf Peace immediately. f 
| 7 3 


Fp 


2 
you 

La. 

bw *＋ 

Rn i een Ia 
could 4 find is an Hearn to make you wear that Habit, | frve 

as long as you live, you Jade you. Do you know, Hub | 

„that you were within two Minutes of marryings | _ aq, 

Pocket? | Com 

. 

for i1 

. 

it. O 

were 

Jothi 

0 

'm y Lady! this comes of 3 c 

role therc 


z therefore pack up your Trumpery this very Jas þ 
Nighyy 
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pr the Moment my Horſes are able to crawl, you and 
your Brats ſhall — * a Journey into the Country again. 
La. Mrong. Indeed, you are miſtaken, Sir Fraucis — 

I ſhall not "fi out of Town et, I | promiſe you. 
Sir Fran. Not ſtir Wau a 
bin | Man. Hold, Sir — if you'll give me +5 ſony a little 
| fancy I ſhall preyail with my Lady to think beiter 


ont. 

Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin, you are a Friend indeed! 

Man. [Apart to my Lady.] Look you, prog as to 
the Favour you defpgn'd me, in (ending ious 
letter incloſed to my Lady A 
have taken, is to have fav'd e 
— if you will take them fairly and quiet 
= Ry again, I will fave D 

uin 


La. Hrong What do you mean, Sir? 
Mas. Why, __—_— | 


2 
n to receive your 
Camas for her Journey, whenever you pleaſe to ap- 


[bp Fx Ah Coufin! 1 doube T amp oblig'd to you 
it. 

Man. Come, come, Sir Francis! take it as you find 
it. Obedience in a Wife is a thing, though it 
were never ſo wonderful! — And now, Sir, we have 
to do bug ro Gilpoſe of this Gentleman. 
Ce. Mr. Mang! Sir! I hope you won't ruin me. 
Aer. Di nx you orgs this Ned for ie bandes 


ce. Bf. Sir ſee you know the World, and 
therefore I ſhall nor cate But ic 


has hurt no Body yer, Sir! 1 1 beg you will ot dre. 


98 The Provokd Huband; or, 


tize me! ſince you have ve ſpcil'd my Fortune in One B. 
mily, I hope you won't be fo cruel to a young Fellow, 
as to pur it out of my Power, Sir, to make it in Ano- 
ther, Sir! 

Man. Look you, Sir, ads yt much 222 
with you: But if you ex ercy your * 
is you hare been cruel too. * 

Co. Baſ. Cruel, Sir! 

Man. Hare not you ruin'd this young Woman ? 

Co. Baſ. | Sir? 

Man. | know you have — therefore you can't blame 

her, if, in the bid you we charg'd with, ſhe is a pris 

cipal Wicneſs againſt you. However, you have one, 

— her thi | 
Inſtant and you oft her Evidence. 

Coe. Baſ. Dear Sir 

Man. No words, Sir; a Wife, — 

2 8 Sir! thisis the moſt unmerciful Mercy! 
an. ivate Penance, or a publick one 

9 A 1 

Baſ. Hold, Sir, ſince you are d to give me 

my " Chotcer1 will not — ill a un Rd. to the 

Lady, as not to give her the Preference. 

Man. It muſt be done this Minute, Sir: the Chap 

lain you expected is ſtill within call. 

Co. Baſ. Well, Sir, fince it muſt be fo —— 
Come, Spouſe — | am not the Firſt of the Fraternity, 
that has run his Head into one Nooſe, to keep it out 


of another. f * 
don't repine: Marriage is, at work, o 
P e. 
a; HO Ay, bur the worſt of the Match too, is t 
i 
Man. Well, Sir, to let you fee it is not fo bed 
you think it. As a Reward for her Honeſty, in 

Qing your Practices, inſtead of the forg'd Bill, jou woull 
have put upon her, there's a Real One of five hur 
Pound, to begin a new Honey-Moon with. 
[Gives it te Myrtil 
Co. Baſ. Sir, this is ſo generous a Act 
Aan. No Compliments, dear Sir—— I am not | 
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leiſure now to receive them: Mr. Conflable, will you be 
ſo good as to wait upon this Gentleman into the next 
and give this Lady in Marriage to him ? 


oom, 
Conf. Sir, PII do it fairbfully. 
Count. Well! five hundred will ſerve to make a han- 
ſome puſh with, however. [ Ex.Count, Myr. and Conſtable. 
Sir Fran. And that I may be ſure my family's rid of 


him for ever come my y, let's even take our 
Children along with us, and be all Witneſs of the Ce- 
Ex. Sir Fran. Lady Wrong. Miſs and Squire. 
Max. Now, my Lord, you may enter. 

Enter Lord and Lady Townly, and Lady Grace. 


I. Town. So, Sir, I give you Joy of your Negocia- 


L. Town. Never were Knaves and Fools better dif- 

A fort of Poetical Juſtice, my Lord, not much 

he Judgment of » Modern Comedy: 15 

Town. To heighten that Reſemblance, I think, 
only wants your rewarding the Hero of the 

by naming the Day of his Happineſs. 

Grace. This Day, To-morrow, every Hour, I 


to come, will ſhew 1 want not Inclina- 
complear ir. 
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Spoken by Mrs. O LD FIELD. 


ay 


25 


_« 


YR 


TETHINKS I hear ſome Pouder'd Criticks ſay, 
« Damn it / this Wife Reform'd has ſpoiſ d the Play) | 
8 


« Have gratify'd ber Softer Intlination, 

« Fave tipt her 8 Gallakt, and clinch'd the Provocatien. 
But there our Bard flopt fort : For 'twere uncivil 
Tbate trade a modern Belle, all o'er A Devil! 

| He bed, in boucur of the Sex, the Ag r NK 
Would beat one mended Woman — on the Stage. 


From whetice, you ſee, by Common Stnſ#'s Rates, 
Wives micht be goteri'd, were et Hadbande Fools. 
I bat-e er by Nature Dames are prone to to, 
They ſeldom fray, but when they govern you. 
When the wild M iſt perceives ber Deary tame, 
No Wander then ſbe plays bim all the Game. 
But Men of Senſe meet rarely that Diſafer ; - 
Mines tat: Pride, where Merit is their Maſter : 
Nay, foe that with a Weak Man wiſely toes, 
Will ſeem i obay the due Commands ſhe gives! | 
Happy Obedience is no. more a Honder, 
N ben Men ar: Men, and keep them kindly under, 
But modern Conſorts ave ſuch High-bred Creatures, 
They think a Husband's Power degrades their Featubes : 


That nothing more Proclaims a Reigning Beauty, 
Than that ſhe never was reproach'd with Duty. 


SD SID. Bay 


EPILOGUE. 


Hud that the greateſt Bleſlng He's ver 
þ in @ Spouſe Incurious, and Content. 


To give ſuch Dames a different Caſ of Thought, 
By calling home the Mind, theſe Scenes were ur 
J, with a Hand too rude, the Tast is done, 
We bope the Scheme, by Lady Grace laid down, 
That Virtue there unſdil'd, by modiſ6 Art, 

' Throws out Attraftions fer a Manly's Heart. 


Tos, Tos then, Ladies, whoſe unqueſtion'd Lives, 
Give you the foremoſt Fame of Happy Wives, 
Prat, for its Attempt, this helpleſs Play 

N liave it to the valger Taft, a Prey. 
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